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48 ALANIS IN WONDERLAND 

How can you mend a broken heart? 
21 -year-old belle du your Alanis Morissette 
recommends getting mad and getting 
even. By James Hannaham. 

58 FREEZE YOUR MIND 

In the world of cryonics, the end of life 
Is the t>eginnlng of an immersion In 
science, speculation, and liquid nitrogen. 
By Jaime Wolf. 

66 LIVE WIRES 

You think you spend too much 
time online? Two self-made cyborgs 
have plugged themselves directly 
into the Internet by stitching together 
clothes that think. By Jeff Yang. 

72 ROCK OF flGEO 

Mirror, mirror on the wall, who's the 
most wrinkled of them all? Seven 
alternative superstars face the music in 
the year 2015. By Jonathan Bernstein. 

76 APOCALYPSE HOW? 

It's the end of the world as they know 
it: Madmen, prophets, and musicians 
envision the world's demise. Plus: 
dwindling sperm counts; The Great 
Famine of 2025; and death by asteroids. 

86 VIRTUOUS REALITY 

Are geeky, privileged white boys the 
true face of the Digital Age? Cultural critic 
bell hooks and guest editor Jaron Lanier 
say it ain't so. 



88 ROCK 

From trip-hop's pioneer to a nightclub 
in Beijing, ten clues to where music will 
be going in the next ten years. 

101 SEX 

The sexual revolution was just the 
beginning. By Eurydice. 
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It's the bunker mentality: High walls, 
armed guards, and security cameras 
protect more and more communities— 
from themselves. By Mike Davis. 

104 REBELLION 

Attitude isn't the property of any one 
generation, but what could possibly piss 
off a twenty-first-century parent? 
By Dennis Cooper. 

106 ECOLOGY 

The life and near-death of Arizona's 
Mount Graham red squirrel has 
something to teach us about priorities. 

By Peter Warshall. 

108 DRUGS 

Nature, not technology, may well shape 
pharmaceutical pleasures to come. 
By Richard Gehr. 

110 GOVERNMENT 

Online, not in line: When the human 
migration to cyberspace is complete, 
social control will be ancient history. 
By John Perry Barlow. 



20 POINT AMK 

Letters. 

24 TOPSPIN 

An introduction to the future by 
guest editor Jaron Lanier. 

26 EXPOSURE 

Digital tattoos; Tony Oursler; 
Tortoise; space rock; CU-SeeMe; 
Planet Dog; e-cash; electric cars; 
News; Style; Live!: Pennywise; 
The Soul Funk Hip-Hop Explosion. 

113 AIDS: Words From the Front 

For the future of AIDS research to be 
successful, it will have to revisit the past. 

By Celia Farber. 
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A frank— and frankly funny— self- 
examination of death and decay. 

By Timothy Leary. 

119 SPINS 
RECORDS: Red Hot Chill Peppers, 
by Chris Morris; S.F. Seals; Lisa Loeb 
& Nine Stories; Air Miami; Morrissey; 
more. MOVIES: Get Shorty; Mallrats. 
TV: Too Something; Space: Above and 
Beyond. PRINTED MATTER: Ginu 
Kamani's Junglee Girl. 

147 POP LIFE 

Ex-Saturday moming sweetfieart Elizabeth 
Berkley brings porno to the masses in 
Showgirls. By Jonathan Bernstein. 
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I want to commend Charles Aaron 
on his article about R.E.M. and 
the self-made, eccentric Michael 
Stipe ["Strange Currencies," August 
'95]. Finally, an interviewer put 
Michael where he usually leaves 
his fans: feeling confused and ' 
fucked-with. Aaron's article was raw 
In a very appealing way: he didn't 
downplay the magical mysticism of 
R.E.M. , but he lacked the usual 
gullible, awestruck stupidity of most 
interviewers in the hands of the 
magical Michael. 

Jill Rosenberg 

Merion, Pennsylvania 

I've read numerous tx>oks, articles, 
bios, etc. on R.E.M., but Charles 
Aaron's article was the only one to 
gather the mystery and meaning 
about the greatest band in the 
world and get it all down on paper. 



I've finally gotten just what I 
needed: a clear and straight view 
of R.E.M. Thanks. 
Marie Kelly 

West Bloomfielo, Michigan 

Charles Aaron's article on R.E.M. 
was completely off the mark. The 
band is all about introspective, 
reflective music and damn good 
grooves. No one really cares about 
Michael Stipe's sexual preference 
or his confusion about the media. 
They care atxiut what the band 
plays from the first track to the last. 
The fact that Stipe can't get the 
boys to speak to him when he wants 
only gives further testament to the 
maxim: Judge the art, not the artists. 
Mark Anthony Romeo 
MoRRisTOWN, New Jersey 

Your August cover was the most 
gorgeous picture of Michael Stipe 
I've ever seen. Black and white, 
water dripping off his face — Jean 
Claude Dhien must t>e some kind of 




photographic genius. I'm thinking 
of framing it. Thanks, guys, you have 
made a lot of fans very, very happy. 

Gina Alexander 

La Miraoa, Caufornia 

I totally agree with Courtney Love. 
Michael Stipe is the sexiest 
man in America by a country mile. 

Charissa Johnson 

Maoison, Kansas 

JUSTICE FOR NONE 

As long as the story of Mia Zapata's 
death is still twing told P'Dead Again," 
August '95], I think the killer will 



be found. It bothered me to learn that 
women in Seattle are still walking 
around in constant fear The asshole 
who committed these crimes should 
be living in fear, because what 
goes around comes around. To him 
I say: May your cell-mate be 
as kind to you as you were to Mia. 

Dani Heinemann 

Tonawanda, New York 

Although we appreciate your 
mentioning Home Alive in your 
story on Mia Zapata, we want 
to clarify what our organization 
is about. Home Alive originated 
from a place of intense anger and 
rage in response to Mia's death 
and has since developed into 
a fully functional non-profit 
organization that offers a wide 
array of self defense classes, 
open forums on violence, and a 
variety of options for people to deal 
with the violence in our lives. 

Home Alive, and life in Seattle, 
Isn't the mournful dark gray cloud 
you portrayed. Home Alive is one 
community's response to the 
unpredictability and powerlessness 
we, as people, have all felt. People 
in Seattle have decided to survive 
in a proactive way in the hopes that 
this type of violence doesn't happen 
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to someone else in our community. 
We are not Dead (Again). We are 
very much alive. 

The Home Alive Collective 

Seattle, Washington 

FIGHT THE POWER 

I just finistied reading ttie August 
'95 "Topspin," by Krist Novoselic, 
and i was highly impressed. 
It's good to finally see an artist 
doing something about the 
censorship issue, rather than just 
whining about it. JAMPAC 
sounds like a fine organization, 
and I'm sure I won't be 
the only person to get involved. 

Jennifer Tantzen 

Minneapolis, Minnesota 
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I'm Violet (better known to your 
readers as "Blue"), who, along with 
my companion Danielle Willis 
(a.k.a. "Claudia" — how original!), 
was totally misrepresented in the 
article "Scar Lovers" [August '95). 
We told Eurydice that we would 
share the bloodletting aspect of 
our lives as long as she mentioned 
who we were and discussed our 
artistic achievements as well. 
For instance, Danielle Willis's 
one-woman play. Breakfast in the 
Flesh District, sold out for six 
months at San Francisco's Climate 
Theatre in 1993, and her book, 
Dogs In Lingerie, is now in its 
third printing. Instead, Eurydice 
presents us as self-deluded 
death-rockers selling photocopied 
books of morbid poetry in the 
clove-scented shadows of our local 
Goth club. 

She also confuses Danielle 
with a fictional character in the 
novel Danielle is working on: 
Any allusions to drugs and the 
raping of 1 5-year-olds refer to 
things done by the main character 
of the novel, and not by Danielle 
or myself. 

Oh well, at least the pictures 
were nice. 

Violet Hemlock and Danielle Willis 

San Francisco, California 

I was disgusted by your article on 
"blood sports." Anyone who "gets 
off" by slitting their wrists and 
drinking their blood needs help. 
They take sex and love from being 
something totally beautiful and 
clean to something perverted and 
dirty. If they had any idea what 
love is about they wouldn't want to 



hurt their partner— whether It got 
them off or not. 

Jennifer Dilley 

Kansas City, Kansas 

I congratulate Eurydice on a fine 
and incisive piece. The Gothic/S&M/ 
vampire scene has long existed on 
the fringes, and it is good to see it 
finally brought to a wider audience 
by a mainstream magazine. It 
should be noted that bloodletting Is 
only a small part of the larger 
lifestyle of the "children of the 
night," who believe that the natural 
progression from a caress to a kiss 
leads always to a bite! 

Jerry Greenberg 

Dallas, Texas 

y^^NTROLLABLE 

As much as Urge Overkill's latest 
release, "Exit the Dragon," deserved 
the spotlight in your "Platter du 
Jour" section [August '95], they 
did not, however, deserve Neil 
Strauss's flippant accusation of 
making rock "the way Kraft makes 
macaroni and cheese: instant and 
artificial." Simply because Urge 
chooses to wear their influences a 
bit more proudly (and look good 
doing it) doesn't render them a 
band of the "just-add-wafer" variety. 
To dismiss Nash and the boys as 
cartoon rockers is to deny 
an integral part of rock'n'roll: it's 
called presence. 

Jay Watson 

Tallahasse, Florida 
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I was shocked by Jason Cohen and 
Scott Krugman's article, "Hippies al 
Dente" [Exposure, August '95]. I 
understand that a critic can write 
what he wants atiout the way a group 
sounds, but saying Blues Traveler's 
main flaw is the weight of lead 
singer John Popper is really wrong. 
It shouldn't matter what Popper 
looks like as long as he can play. 

Ben Hoffman 

San Ramon, California 

Address letters to Point Blank, 
G West ISth Street, New York, 
NY 10011, or send e mail to 
spinonline@aal.com. Please 
mark e-mail "Attn: Point Blank.' 
For all correspondence, include 
your full name, address, and 
phone number for verification, 
letters may be edited for length 
and clarity. 
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Ttw Convert Body Jar Jsckel'. by Columbia, offers a radial sleeve cut allowing plenty of room for 
fUiting. There's also a 1 0OX nylon. Rhino Skin W" oulersheU. Polyester/acrylic sherpa pile lining. 
Zap Fleece" chin guard. And an inside security pocket for the tunas. You know, music For drowning 
out all those voices you keep hearing. 
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fluid freedom. 



For others. 



a threatening gesture 
of nonconformity 
You know, the sort of 
thing that'll get you 



tossed into the 



nuthouse. But relax, 
you're better suited 



fora mountain than 



a loony ward. 
Precisely why we 
prescribe Convert " 



Its radial sleeves 



and baggy fit offer 
plenty of room and 
comfort. Allowing 
you to be as in 



control, or as out of 



control, as you 
damn well please. 



What will the future be like? What clues are encoded 
in our present? Lofty questions— and too big for us, 
so we asked Jaron Lanier, computer scientist, Virtual 
Reality pioneer; and musician, to tackle them as guest 
editor of this special issue. His mission: to go boldly 
where none of us has gone yet, into the exciting and 
sometimes frightening unknown of the next 50 years. 



This is a special Issue about the 
near-term future, the future you will 
actually experience. 

You've heard about the allegedly 
bleak outlook for this generation, 
the first American generation with 
fewer prospects than its parents, a 
generation supposedly bored by the 
future. This mythology is in marked 
contrast to that of the '60s genera- 
tion, which loved itself to an absurd 
degree, proclaiming itself to be an 
evolutionary leap, a complete tran- 
scendent break with the past. 

The '60s generation got a taste of 
the joys of technology and abun- 
dance (birth control, psychedelics, 
amplification, a.k.a. sex, drugs, and 
rock'n'roll). They did a valuable ser- 
vice in articulating some positive 
values as a result of being able to 
relax more than previous genera- 
tions, but they generally failed to live 
up to those values. 

But it turns out that it Is the new 
generation that is going to be the 
most influential one for a thousand 
years. There are specific reasons for 
this, some quite unpleasant, some 
deliciously pleasant indeed. Here 
they are: 

Reason One If you're in your 20s 
now, you're going to see the cultures. 



economies, and governments of the 
world get computerized. That means 
that you're going to participate in 
writing something like the Constitu- 
tion for the next thousand years. 

You see, software can't be written 
without an opinion. When the world 
gets computerized, a bunch of prin- 
ciples like privacy, money, and 
authorship will be defined by real 
mechanisms (computer programs 
and networks) Instead of pieces of 
paper. And what makes this scary is 
that you'll have no practical choice 
but to use this software, and soft- 
ware gets frozen once it's used by 
other software (that's why we're 
stuck with Microsoft). Whatever we 
set up in the next fifty years will last 
for the next one thousand. 

For example, if the government 
puts a spy chip in your computer you 
will never be able to get rid of it 
because all the other computers will 
not be able to talk to your computer if 
yours changes. This isn't far-fetched; 
the government has actually been 
trying to do this! But something 
amazing has happened: The Internet 
and the Web are out of control, creat- 
ing the first working anarchy in his- 
tory, unregulatable by governments 
or corporations. You are now in 



charge. The long shadow cast by the 
next few decades of computerization 
will make this generation more influ- 
ential than the founding fathers of 
the U.S., whether you like it or not. 

Reason Two You are also going 
to have to deal with the end of the 
"trust fund " we've been living off of: 
easy-to-plunder but exhaustible nat- 
ural resources like oil. You also are 
at risk to witness the greatest heart- 
breaks in history, possibly in the 
form of vast famines (see page 78). 
If we survive these things, we will 
have learned something. We won't 
be able to survive on the excesses 
of the twentieth century, where the 
world could afford to buy "stability" 
with an arms race. 

Reason Three You'll have to deal 
with the end of science as we know 
it. Science has been about increas- 
ing human knowledge and power so 
that we aren't so vulnerable to the 
dangers of nature. AIDS and earth- 
quakes are some of the last dangers 
that we need more science to face, 
but all the rest of the science and 
technology we do is motivated by 
our love of it, or by the problems 
brought up by previous science and 
technology. We've become so pow- 
erful that now we are our own worst 



enemies, and it's our behavior, not 
our lack of power over nature, that is 
the problem. 

Reason Four This generation 
has the potential to create more 
beauty, meaning, and fun than ever 
before. If we stop thinking of tech- 
nology as a way of being powerful, 
and instead think of it as a form of 
art, a way of reaching out to cross 
the gaps that exist between people, 
then life becomes newly adventur- 
ous. My way of trying to do that has 
been with Virtual Reality (but also 
check out "The Body Electric," page 
26; "Live Wires," page 66; and "The 
Future of Rock," page 88). 

I learned a lot from putting this 
issue together. I think I now have a 
sense of what the drama of the next 
50 years is going to be like. There 
will be a struggle between two com- 
peting ways of thinking about the 
world, and this struggle will replace 
the old Left/Right struggle that 
defined the twentieth century. 

The new divide Is between what 
I'll call Extropians and Stewards. A 
Steward is somebody who wants to 
manage the world as a precious 
resource, and an Extroplan is some- 
one who wants to let some big, 
impartial evolution-like process run 
wild with it. Extropians differ about 
which process this should be, 
though it certainly can be the more 
traditional libertarian capitalism 
combined with the self-propelled 
onslaught of new technologies. 
Extropians don't worry about natural 
resources running out, or about 
poverty, or any of the other problems 
that frighten Stewards, tjecause they 
are convinced that new technologies 
will solve the problems if we just 
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give capitalism and science an 
unfettered chance. Stewards speak a 
language of what's already here, like 
human beings and rocks, while 
Extropians believe that everything 
here is going to be replaced by new, 
evolving things anyway. 

The new breed of cyber-capital- 
ists, like Newt Gingrich, are mild 
proto-Extropians. The new sensual- 
ists, like Eurydice (page 101), are 
futuristic, but they're really Stew- 
ards in disguise because they seek 
human-defined goals like pleasure 
and meaning. Stewards can be either 
"conservative" or "liberal"; they might 
want to conserve natural resources 
(see 'Ecology." page 106), or to 
attempt to "control " crime (see "Fear," 
page 102). Extropians believe that in 
giving in to systemic high-tech capi- 
talism we become part of a larger 
organism that might be more Impor- 
tant than us anyway (see "Govern- 
ment," page 110). Extropians don't 
t)elieve in any one "natural" order and 
don't care if it is turned upside down 
(see "Freeze Your Mind," page 58). 

Extropianism is in my dreams 
because it is creative and untxiunded, 
and yet it gives me the creeps. I'll 
share with you something I've told 
Extropians, who ultimately tend to 
view (other) people as just an evo- 
lutionary step to something greater: 
Evolution is a terrible thing, some- 
thing that we should avoid. Evolution 
is nothing more than the victor's 
word for genocide. Every little detail 
about you, like the curve of your 
nose, reflects the countless horrible 
deaths of your potential ancestors 
who didn't survive. The great mercy 
of civilization is that it ended evolu- 
tion. I don't want to bring it back. 

On the other hand, I worry that 
Stewards will want to manage and 
control precious things that only 
exist in their mysteriousness, such 
as sensuality, music, and the emerg- 
ing wilds of the Internet. 

When it's a life-and-death issue, 
like global warming or nuclear disar- 
mament, I would choose the Stew- 
ard approach. We should attempt to 
regulate and control the hell out of 
everybody involved. Bui when 
there's room to experiment, as in 
almost all cultural matters, and espe- 
cially music, I'll risk Extropianism 
now and then and brace myself for 
the wild ride. jaron lanier 



Check out Jaron's Web 
http;//www.well.com/user/jaron/ 




Alpine CD changers 
fit iiiie a glover* 
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Alpine CD Shuttles are small enough to 
fit in your glove tx)x, your console or 
under your seat. And they now come with 
even smaller prices during our factory 
authorized "Performance on Sale" event. 

PERFORMANCE ON SALE 



Only the Alpine 6-disc 
format allows such a 
conveniently-sized changer 
And with additional 6-disc 
magazines available, your CD 
performance is virtually unlimited 




But it^ more than size and 
convenience that makes our 
CD Shuttles the best selling 
Alpine changers ever These 
Shuttles are also the worlds 

fastest, with split 
second changing 
from disc to disc thanks to our new linear 
poiition sensor and slide cam that 
replaces half the gears. (Fewer parts, 
fewer problems.) 

Alpine Shuttles provide 
cleaner signals, firmer bass and 




Si'nre ihe CD only p^irtkilty extracts dunng pteiybxk, 
aiK a\tnge rrme a faster and less space e required 



more spacious sound 
thanks to another 
Alpine innovation; 
A regulated 1-tiitDAC 
with separate power 
supplies for both analog and digital sections. 

Size. Convenience. Speed. Durability. 
Great Alpine sound. Theres only one 
way this could get better. A sale. But 
for a limited time only. 

So call the toll-free number below. Now. 
We'll give you the location of the authorized 
Alpine specialist dealers nearest you. 



800-ALPINE-l 

O > 995 Alpine Etecuonct of America. Inc 
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The Great Beyond 



Ambient innovators Tortoise 
prove therels life after rock. 

IN THE LAST two years we've seen a growing 
movement of artists who lash out against the 
kind of retro-rock stagnation championed by 
lo-fi and its followers. They make up an 
international network of experimental rock 
bands who add samplers and other hi-tech 
gadgetry to the trad-rock armory of guitars, 
bass and drums. The bands — Pram, Techno 
Animal, Laika, to name just a few — grew up 
with rock, but now they operate in a post-rock 
hinterland, where anthemic choruses and 
adrenalized riffs are rarer than hens' teeth. 



One of the most 
inventive of these new 
groups is Chicago's Tortoise. On their self 
titled 1994 debul. Tortoise uses a lineup that 
includes three basses, but no guitar or vocals. 
Sounds weird, huh? Weirder still is that Tortoise's 
spidery web of pulses and chimes sounds so 
bewilchingly rij^ht in its oddness that you 
hardly even notice what's missing. 

But what really separates Tortoise from lo-fi's 
garage-land ethos is the way the band slips between 
jammed-out grooves and the sound-sculpting of 
ambient, hip-hop, and dub reggae. "It was hip-hop, 
especially producers like Hank Shocklee of 
Public Enemy, that first got me into multi-layered 
music," says bassist Doug McCombs. "And dub. 
We really dig how Jamaican producers like King 
Tubby and Lee Perry manipulate the studio as an 




instrument." So captivated is Tortoise by the 
science of remixology that it recently released 
Rliylhiiis. Resoltilioiis. and Clusters, a niini-LP 
of drastic revamps of songs from the debut, 
including versions by Chicago allies like Steve 
Albini and Liz Phair-producer Brad Wood. 

Fans of soundtrack music. Tortoise is perfectly 
comfortable with people using their albums as 
background atmosphere. "When our music works 
best, it can be either a backdrop to your life or 
you can concentrate on it totally." says drummer 
John Hemdon. This is heresy for rock'n'roll 
fundamentalists, who feel music must be in your 
face and therefore deride ambient as mere 
"wallpaper." But hey, good decor is a life- 
enriching thing! And Tortoise's animated mosaics 
make the wallpaper come alive, simon Reynolds 
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The Final Frontier 

Space rock goes boldly where no one has gone 
before. Here's a look at where it came from. 



The Master Musicians 
of Joujouka 

The centuries-old, other-worldy 
drones of these Moroccan shamans 
had a profound influence in the 
'60s on everyone from Brian Jones 
(who recorded them on the recently 
reissued The Pipes of Pan) to 
William S. Burroughs. Using hand- 
made drums, pipes, and flutes to 
stir their followers into a trance, 
these tribal musicians wield the 
pipes of Pan, indeed. 



staff Selections 



Hawkwind 
This intrepid British band 
mixed Druidic mythology, 
science fiction, and extended 
cosmic jamming to produce 
some of the most innovative 
space rock around. Their trailblaz- 
ing could have made them masters 
of the universe, but, sadly, they 
became the real Spinal Tap instead. 

Hawkwind 
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Sun Ra 

Promoting a distant world of racial equality whila 
utterly obliterating standard musical forms. Sun Ra 
and his Arkestra pioneered cosmic music for the twen- 
tieth century. Space fs the 
Place, a '70s film show- 
casing Sun Ra's big-band 
Jazz jams, is a must-s««. 



Space-Age 
Bachelor 

Pad Music 
Artists like Esquivel, 
Henry Mancini, and 
Henri Rene used Moog 
synthesizers to create 
swank Muzak for futur- 
istic houses of love. 



Pixies 

The alternative-rock version of 
space music is based less on music 
than on a lyrical vision of rocket 
travel and aliens. Current groups 
like the Dambuilders and Hum 
share former Pixie frontman Frank 
Black's continuing obsession with 
UFOs and little green men. 



Can. the best of Diese groups, 
used their classical music 
training, a passion for rock- 
'n'roll, and an interest In 
synthesizer technology to 
bring music to new, celestial 
heights. Along with brethren 
space bands Faust and Neu!, 
Can's psychotic experimen- 
tation with percussion and 
discovered sounds has influ- 
enced indie stalwarts from 
Sonic Youth to Pavement. 



The Orb 
Main man Alex Paterson brings 
space rock into the future with a 
heady mix of techno, house, and 
dub. His concerts are part colossal 
light show, part improvisational 
jamming, and entirely memorable. 
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Brian Eno 
As kayboarditt with Roxy Musie, 
Eno added a psychedelic twist to 
Bryan Ferry's soul power. Later, 
as an ambient music pioneer, he 
was the first to Invoke the sound 
and feel of space travel, on 
the classic space album Apollo: 
Atmospheres i Soundtracks. 
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P-Funk 

George Clinton and his Mothership of 
musicians brought a psychedelic alien 
bent to the danceable soul of Motown 
and James Brown. Funkadellc's early 
album Maggot Brain is one of the loos- 
est space rock jams of all time. 





Irresistible Force 
Ambient space music from 
DJ Mixmaster Morris. His 
motto: "It's time to lie down 
and be counted." What the 
Orb does for the dance 
floor, Irresistible Force 
does for the plush carpet. 



I Earth, Phase 3; Thrones 
and Dominions (SubPop, 
P.O. Box 20645. Seattle, WA 
98102). Imagine what a 
MSj/fffKt mosquito hears when it's 
^■■S^^'lf near one of those low- 
'/g^^^^S^j frequency sonic insect- 
(.,... ^^^^^BK-^ repellent machines. Earth, 
the five-year-old project of Dylan Carlson, makes that 
same sound— but for humans. You half-expect Carlson's 
droning stretches of low, reverberating ambient guitar 
fuzz to burst into full-fledged rock anthems, but the 
drums, vocals, and spandex-clad solos never 
materialize. Instead, Thrones offers stoner-metal Muzak 
that's as soothing as it is disturbing. (Naparstek) 



Terre Thaemlitz. So/7 ^^H^^H ' 

26 West ^^^V^^^H , 

17th Street #502. New York. ^^W. ^^^H ' 
NY 10011) There's a deep- '' | 

chill variety of ambient that ■ 
avoids beat and melody In ^L^_lll_g^H I 
favor ^^^^^^^^H 
invention. At worst, it's vac- 

uous plink-a-plonk. At best, it's harrowing and ethereal. 
So(7, the seventh in a series of projects by the Instinct 
Ambient label, features New York maestro Terre 
Thaemlitz trafficking the latter: His compositions coddle 
and poke with enough bass to turn any room Into 
a cosmic tuning fork. Don't come searching for catchy 
ditties— this stuff has all the hummabllity of your 
coolest dreams. (Ramsay) 

fli Salad, Drink Me (Island 
U^^^^ *^5| ^^'^ import). Fast on the trail 
HHRMK i^bI Sleeper and Elastica 

'7 comes yet another female- 

||HV 4|jKSj led, Brit-based, pop-punk 

quartet. Salad s debut Is 
j^^^^H a divine thrill, lacing Sunday 
^^^^^^ afternoon melodies with 
sultry, perverse lyrics. "Everyone is twisted / Except 
the girl with the funny tattoo" sings Salad's main dish 
Marijne over bouncy, abrasive rhythms. With its 
addictive choruses and Marijne's breathy, sex-drenched 
vocals. Drink Me is one intoxicating mix. (Pratt) 



Blacktop. / Got a Saaacf D 

Feelin' About This (In The ia V^'^^^^M 

Red Records. 2627 Strong : liV[aM|ff|i 

Place, Anaheim, CA 92806). ^ dflB rWJ ^ 
Rockabilly meets garage rock B<^ PWi| fBlP 
on Blacktop's debut album. , ^BLiSi- 
and it's a treat for those '^>^^MH£%{it 

ready to stomp and twist to 
real rock'n'roll. Backed by Dallas's Fireworks, Mick 
Collins (the Gories) belts his soulful blues to a sound 
that falls somewhere between Link Wray and Rev. 
Horton Heat. From the blues-soaked "I Think It's Going 
to Rain" to the noisy surf-grunge of "Blazing Streets," 
this record will get you ready to drag race at the local 
Sonic while sippin' on a shake. (Fitzpatrickj 
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Site Seeing 

CU-SeeMe brings 
double vision 
to tlie Internet. 




IT'S THURSDAY AT noon and 
Mike is unbuttoning her 
shirt. Four randy guys react 
as if on cue. eagerly leaning 
into their black-and-white 
windows. Suddenly. Miko 
evaporates, and the gawkers sit 
back, clearly disappointed. 

This scene is taken not from a 
Times Square peep show but from 
the brave new world of CU-SeeMi 
the strangest subculture on the 
Internet. Developed by Cornell 
University in late 1993. CU-SeeMe allows 

users to transmit and receive real-time video, audio, and text over their 
modems. The free software can be downloaded from http://www.wpine.com/ 
cuseeme.html on the World Wide Web, and a hundred-dollar digital 
camera such as the Conneclix QuickCam is all you need to turn your PC 
into a two-way television. 

"CU'sers" surf 600 international reflecting sites for company. At hangout 
sites like Cornell's, it's a hip den of flashers and peek freaks. Strangers pop 




up in QuickTime windows like a mutated opening of a Brady Bunch 
episode. Unlike text-ba.sed chat, there's nothing to hide behind, no gym stud 
or beach nymph costumes to don. CU'sers see each other as they really are: 
imperfect animals hunched over keyboards. Once they transcend the shock 
of face-to-face confrontation, videopunks dispatch the stuff of unregulated 
chat lines: namely, sex, nerds, and rock'n'roll. 

The sound of one hand typing isn't the main draw here: The action 
rarely goes further than Miko's top button. And when la.scivious vixens do 
materialize, they're often plants for the latest virtual enterprise, CU-SeeMe 

broilicls. where, for ihc price of phone sex. CU'sers can disrobe the bod 
of their dreams. More promising are CU-SeeMe concerts. 

Toad the Wet Sprocket, the Rolling Stones, and Hole 
^ J all digitized themselves this year onto desktop 

■?f A arenas. CU-SeeMe is also the new home for a 

number of college radio stations: KVR in 
Austin transmits 24-hour Internet TV, and 
Chapel Hill's WXYC features audio-only 
broadca.sts of the station's daily programming. 
CU-SeeMe might signal the Net equivalent 
(if TV's arrival, but for now, the technology is 
still in its Pong years. Even with the 
recommended 28.8 baud modem, the bandwidth is 
hardly fat enough to accommodate smooth, 
synchronized images and sound. It's like starring in 
a communal kung fu movie, where the dialogue 
ouiraces the image. On the horizon, though, is a 
commercial version of CU-SeeMe that enables users 
to share and manipulate documents in full-blown 
color. Once this software takes off. Net chat could go 
all video, all the time. Don't despair, pimply cybergeeks: 
You can always black out your camera. david kushner 



Temple of ^ 
the Drigj * 

Planet Dog gets set 
to invade America 
with some of * 
the deepest techno 
grooves around. 
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IT COULD BE said that the English label Planet Dog is to techno what the 
Native Tongues posse (Tribe Called Quest, De La Soul, Jungle Brothers) 
was to hip-hop: the overhaul of a genre that's hit a creative roadblock. 
At a time when techno artists are busy with digital, machine-driven music, 
Michael Dog's stable of bands sculpt their technorganic grooves out of 
such non-synthetic sounds as early dub, reggae, and European psychedelia. 
The result is some of the wannest, trippiest, most listenable dance music 
you're likely to hear. 

The label popped up in Britain in the late '80s when the bands who played 
Michael Dog's notorious roeta-dance parties known as Megadog — a traveling 



circus of DJs and live acts that stretched the 
concept of techno like Silly Putty — needed a 
place to call home. Since straight labels didn't 
know what to do with such mutant worldbeats 
(Yikes — Melody! Rhythms!), Dog released 
the stuff himself A good thing, too, since now 
his Planet Dog finally comes Stateside with 
the new label sampler Transmissions from the 
Planet Dog (releassed by North Carolina indie 
Mammoth). The pack includes Eat Static, 
a couple of guys gone AWOL from the British 
techno-hippie outfit Ozric Tentacles; Banco 
De Gaia (a.k.a. Toby Marks), a techno- 
intemationalist who loops Arabic chants and 
the sounds of wind, bittis, and bugs into 
juicy organic grooves; and Children of the 
Bong, a mix of stoned hip-hop beats and 
Afrika Bambaataa-flavored electro-boogie. 
While the music works plenty well for evening couch duty, it's made for 
clubbing, and American audiences will get to do it Doggy style when 
Megadog lands here in October and rages across the country for three 
weeks. The lineup includes Banco De Gaia and Eat Static, along with DJ 
Michael Dog and a guy named MC Teabag who, says Dog, "sings, 
rants, gets people to dance, and reminds them to drink lots of water." Dog 
hopes his traveling circus will attract like-minded American acts (he 
mentions San Francisco's Dubtribe and Orlando's Rabbit in the Moon) as 
well as DJs, acrobats, and, of course, dancers who'll all join in. "It's very 
much in keeping with the idea that people can all be a part of the 
performance, instead of just going to a gig to look at something on a stage." 

WILL HERMES 
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The Buck Disappears Here 

With smart cards and e-cash, money goes electrii 



START SAYING GCX)OBYE to the dollar bill In your 
pocket. Within your lifetime, paper money Is 
going to disappear, replaced by an ephemeral 
stream of digital money-bits. One way we ll 
carry around these bits Is In something called 
a smart card. A smart card acts either like a 
digital wallet— load the card up with cash 
from your traditional bank account, and you're 
off— or like a credit card, but with a microchip 
stored Inside. 

The same digital bits encoded in smart 
cards will also be accessible online. Already, 
using credit cards, you can buy everything 
from surfboards to baked ham on the Net. 
Now companies have created digital banking 
systems that let you use e-money instead. 
Just open an account with a server like 
DIglCash or CyberCash and link It to your 
traditional checking account— they convert 
the dollars Into bits and back again. 

The Federal Reserve, strangely, has no 
comment on what role It should play In 



money. Today we face a simi 
lar future: private digital 
banks with varying levels 
of solvency churning out 
digital money bits. Say you 
get ripped off by a digital 
bank In Warsaw: Touah luc 
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If you're a glutton for music, check out Music Boulevard™ on the World Wide Web. With 
over 145,000 listings, it's the world's ultimate online music smorgasbord where you can 
hear sound samples, view cover art and photos, and read bios, interviews, and reviews. For 
dessert, you can indulge in up-to-the-minute music news from Music Wire™ the Web's 
tirst daily online music magazine. To order CD s and tapes, all you have to do is point and 
t ' ^" l click. It s that simple. So give your eyes and ears something to chew on, stop by and 

ic^ 



fieck out Music Boulevard today 



THE WORLD'S BIGGEST, FASTEST, AND BEST ONLINE MUSIC STORE. 

WWW. music blvd.d cm or 1. 800.216.6000 
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They're here. They're fast. 
And they make more 
sense than ever. So why is 
Congress trying to pull 
the plug on electric cars? 

IN THE MID '70s, the global gas crisis put 
a stake through the heart of muscle cars 
and their storied heritage of belching 
exhaust, screeching tires, and squealing 
babes. What replaced it was the sensible- 
shoes Utopia of Jimmy Carter — and electric 
cars. Like Carter, of course, they never 
had a chance. Electric vehicles were too 
slow, too sterile. Americans said give us 
our gas guzzlers, or give us death. 

The latest generation of EVs should 
change people's minds. They're super- 
slick and super-fast {GM's model does 
183 mph), and three states— California, 
New York, and Massachusetts — have 
mandated their production. But 



thanks to heavy opposition from Detroit 
and Republicans in Congress, the amval 
of EVs is hardly certain. Despite his well- 
publicized technophilia. House Speaker 
Newt Gingrich plans to eliminate the 
Department of Energy, where alternative 
fuel technologies are now being developed, 
and pro-corporate Republicans want to 
delay clean-air mandates that require two 
percent of all cars sold in 1998 to meet the 
above states' "zero emission" standards. 

Auto companies say it's a technology 
problem — current batteries are expensive 
and short-lived. "There's no free lunch in 
thermodynamics," said a Chrysler 
spokesperson. While some people question 
whether the Big Three automakers want to 
produce a workable EV at all, GM's at 
least putting on a show. It's lending the 
car-buying public its Impact, a slick, over- 



engineered two-seater, for two- 
week test drives. Though 
"electronically regulated" 
to 80 mph, they're 
"unbelievably fast — you 
could beat anybody off 
the line" as one drag 
racing tester put it. Still, 
the Impact can burn rubber for only 
70 miles before it needs a recharge 
(gas-powered cars can drive for about 
400 miles between fill-ups). 

The most promising EV in America is built 
by a Wilmington, Massachusetts, company 
called Solectria. "The Big Three make high- 
tech electric vehicles," said a company 
spokesperson. "But at over $100,000 a 
shot, they're saying it's unaffordable and 
exotic." Solectria's current model, the Force, 
goes for a more reasonable $30,000, while 
their newest model, the Sunrise, recently 
logged in 238 miles without a recharge, and 
even got a speeding ticket. "There are 
serious reasons why the major automakers 
don't want to make EVs like the Sunrise," 
the spokesperson said. "The Sunrise has a 
carbon-fiber body that never rots, and car 
companies make an awful lot of revenue 
replacing engine and body parts." 

No matter what stalling tactics Congress 
or the Big Three use, electric cars 
shouldn't stay roadkill for long. After all, 
who could say no to a car that's as fast 
as a Lamborghini? e. carl swanson 
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Is it the sound of that whispery voice, or those big, intellectual words? If your professors 
are putting you to sleep. Revive with Vivarinf Hey, ifs tough juggling a full load, 
a social life — maybe even a job or an internship — plus squeezing in time to feed yourself, 
exercise, and keep in touch with the real world so you can someday conquer it. 

Don't let fatigue get the best of you. Vivarin "safely restores mental alertness, with the same 
amount of caffeine as about two cups of coffee. So stay sharp ' 
in class. Don't sleep your way to the bottom. 

Rev we ^t*^ 



Qch labW ortate 20) mg of caifane. equal to about liw oips of coffee. Use 
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by Julia Chaplin 



Sterling Morrison, 
i 1942-1995 




sterling Morrison, one of tlie founding 
members of the punk pioneers the 
Velvet Underground, died on August 
30 in Poughl(eepsie, New York, at the 
age of 53, ending a long battle with 
non-Hodgkin's lymphoma. As the 
Velvets' rhythm guitarist, Morrison, 
along with Lou Reed, John Cale, and 
Maureen Tucker, helped create the 
brooding harmonies and feedback 
howls that would serve as a musical 
signpost for generations of alternative 
bands, from the Stooges to Nirvana. 
"He had one of the most exciting 
minds of anyone I ever met," said 
Reed. "He was an incredible friend 
and an inaedlble musician. This is a 
great loss." 

After the Velvets split up in 1971, 
Morrison went on to earn a doctorate 
in medieval studies. Between gigs 
teaching English at the University of 
Texas in Austin, Morrison continued to pursue his musical interests part-time, collaborating 
with John Cale on the score for the film Antarctica, reuniting with Reed, Cale, and Tucker 
for a brief 1993 European tour, and appearing on the 1994 Bewitched album by Velvets- 
acolytes Luna. "Watching Steriing on tour was a complete revelation," said Luna frontman 
Dean Wareham, whose band opened for the Velvets during their reunion dates. "He was an 
amazing, underappreciated rhythm guitar player. His style was instantly recognizable. 
When he came to record with us, we almost fell out of our chairs as soon as he started 
playing." While Morrison once modestly referred to the VU as "a very tight Long Island band," 
the recently released Peel Slowly and See five-CD box set serves as a far more accurate 
assessment of the Velvet Underground's, and Morrison's, extraordinary legacy. 

Stayin' Alive Rage Against Ihc Machine headlined a Washington. 
D.C., ticncfit in Augu.st for Mumia Abu-Jamal. Anieiica's most vaunted death row 
inmate. The concert, held just a few days after Jamal was granted a slay of 
execution, was introduced by Fugazl's Ian MacKaye and included peifonnances 
by Chuck D and Girls Against Boys. Convicted of murdering a white police 
officer in 1982, Jamal became a cause c^l^bre after luminaries from Norman 
Mailer to Naomi Campbell spoke out against his death sentence, claiming Jamal 
was railroaded due lo his radical past as a Black Panther and radio commentator. 
"The legal establishment should not be allowed to use the death penalty to silence 
a critic," .said Rage Against the Machine guitarist Tom Morello. 





the Short 
Goodbye 



Turns out Elastka bassist Annie 
Holland is no road warrior. After 
spending the better part of the 
year on the road, Holland deserted 
her band-mates in the middle of 
this summer's Lollapalooza tour 
and has now offically left the 
band. The 30-year-old Holland 
blamed fatigue for her departure, 
explaining that she couldn't 
handle the endless touring that 
goes with being a memt>er of the 
latest British pop-phenom. The 
remaining Elastlcas, who were 
left to share Beck's bass player, 
Abbey Travis, for the second half 
of Lollapalooza, are currently 
searching for a replacement. 



Recovery Mode 

Depeclii' Mode Iroiiliiiiiii Dm e Gtihan. 
ri>-ht, is reviiperaling in his West 
Hollywood home after an uppareni 
suicide atlempl. The JJ-year-old sin);er 
was admitted to Cedars-Sinai Medical 
Center on Aiii-iist 1 7 after palrohnen 
reportedly discovered the singer at 
lumie with a two-inch gash in each 
wrist. "He 's doing well. " said Oahan 's 
publicist, Michael Pugnolli. "As n 
representative /or the hand, I respect his 
privacy. It's a personal matter " 




• Ftigid & Impotent, a Wack comedy 

starring Drew Barrymore as a tove- 
struck serial killer, will be one of the 
first features from Michael Stipe's new 
film production company. Single Cell, 
The cameras should start rolling eariy 
next year with Stipe as co-producer 
when R.E.M. safely returns from its 
own dark satire— a world tour in which 
every member except robust guitarist 
Peter Buck has ended up in the 
hospital. • Can you picture Peari 
Jam's Eddie Vedder lounging across 
billboards in a skimpy pair of Calvin 
Klein underwear? That's what the folks 
working on the controversial ad 
campaign had in mind when they 
phoned up Vedder's management 
company in Seattle searching for the 
next Marky Mark. Vedder's 
management instantly declined the 
offer, citing the rock star's well- 
documented aversion to anything 
commercial. Calvin Klein, meanwhile, 
denies ever making the call. 'I think 



Vedder is loo short to be a model," a 

company spokesperson reasoned, 
although, at 5'7", he's the same height 
as Mari(y Mark. • After Naughty by 
Nature's lead rapper Treach struck it 
rich with hip-hop anthems "O.RR" and 
"Hip Hop Hooray," he could have 
done what most overnight stars do- 
leave the hood for the hills. Treach, 
however, opted to stick it out in his 
impoverished home turf of East 
Orange, New Jersey, only lo face 
continual harassment by local police. 
In August, the rapper finally filed a 
hAfo-million-dollar claim against the city 
of East Orange, after he and his family 
were tear-gassed outside their home. 
Treach hopes the suit will draw 
attention to police harassment of black 
males across the country. • "SPIN on 
Fox." entertainment reports covering 
the latest in music, televiskin, and film, 
is now airing during Fox's prime-time 
shows, including Melrose Place, 
Beverly Hills 90210, and Party of Five. 



THIS THEME PARK 
ONLY HAS ONE RIDE. 
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Jeep Wrangler has 
been attracting visitors to 
this theme park for years. 
Wranglers legendary shift-on-the-f ly four-wheel 
drive provides all the thrills you'll ever need. There's 
the added attraction of a 123 horsepower engine and 
a ride-tuned suspension. You'll also find the price of 
admission very reasonable, considering this ride 



lasts a lot longer than three minutes. For more 
information and the location of the nearest dealer, 
call 1-800-Q25-JEEP, or visit our Web site at 
http://www.jeepunpaved.com 



Jeep 



THERE'S Only One 



Deslinaiion fee included (*50Q001Wran^r S shc>wn.*Base MSRP excluding taxes. Always wear ytnir seal belt. Jeep is a registered trademark of Chrysler Corporaticm. 
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Future 
Chic 

Seven designers tell 
us how the clothes will 
make the man in 2015. 




Wolfgang Joop A picture is 
worth a thousand words. 



Conrad Leach, Design Controller lor 
Dr Martens After the earth's atmosphere 
deteriorates, Dr Martens will be the only 
stylish option when we venture out of our 
life support modules. (Not illustrated.) 



Donna Karan 



Donna Kar^n Changes in 
the way we work and live 
will dictate what we'll 
wear. The clothes will be 
multifunctional, ultrapractical. 
and totally comfortable. 





Dan Richard and Andrew Estey. Advanced 
We think the 
shoe could be turned inside out to 
actually duplicate the body. Muscles and 
ligaments would be used as BioMass 
Clusters to create a morphological file of 
every step or jump you talte. <<• 



The North Face 

Eric Rice, Senior Product Manager I Outerwear for The North Face 
Advances in fabrics mean a parka could self-adjust to outside 

conditions and help keep your body temperature consistent. An 
expedition suit made of lighter, stronger fabrics would be waterproof, 
breathable, durable, and sfi'/l weigh less than a pound. (Not illustrated.) 




Patricia Fields 



i I mple, designer for 

Patricia Fields I can't imagine 
the man of the future without 
thinking of Captain Kirk running 
around a space station in a 
gloved catsuit with knee-high 
boots. Gas masks are 
also a favorite look of mine. 



Nicole ¥<!!(•' Technology keeps 
progressing, but old favorites 
stay the same. Men will still love 
their T-shirts and jeans. 




/ 




Take it easy. 



PENNYWiSE 

Santa Monica Civic Auditorium 
August 11, 1995 

"HOW MANY FROM the South Bay are 
here tonight?" bellows Jim Lindberg, Pen- 
nywise's singer, and the room explodes 
Into a roar. "This song is about getting 
fuckin' mental every day of your life." 

On record, Pennywise sometimes 
sounds like Bad Religion — sea chanty 
tunage, SoCal buzz — far more faithfully 
than Bad Religion themselves, who have, 
after all, gone on to other things by now. 
Live, though, Pennywise is a different 
animal altogether, a beery, brawling 
beach-punk band with the sort of good cheer of 
Keith Morris-era Black Flag (who also came from 
the working-class South Bay town of Hermosa 
Beach), steeped in the kind of oldies preferred 
by L.A. guys who spend a lot of time working on 
their cars — the band's apt to break into 
something like War's "Low Rider" when they have 
a few free seconds on stage. The concerts center 
around Fletcher Draggee, a burly, longhaired 
dude whose rhythm guitar — there is only rhythm 
guitar in Pennywise — skitters across the 
tops of the songs as if he refused to be contained 
even by a 4/4 beat. 

"This is for all the crazy girls in the pit," 
Lindberg bawls as the band goes into a rather 
faithful version of "Stand By Me" before lurching 
it into double-pumped punk-rock mode. Lindberg 
Is a study In anti-charisma, almost lost In an 
oversized shirt that practically flaps around his 
ankles, a baseball cap pulled low over his eyes, 
and the audience-ignoring detachment of a 
veteran gangsta rapper. Drummer Byron 
McMackin pounds out his complex, tightly coiled 
beats with a finesse close to All's Bill Stevenson 
(sort of the Gene Krupa of punk). 

Pennywise may lack the presence — and the 
anthems — of primo Black Flag, but at the Civic, 
there was the same sort of dispassionate stance, 
the same black-hole cool, and almost that perfect 
negative space. And despite the pounding, the 
foursquare punk guitar, and the din, sometimes the 
vocal melodies floated free into an unintended 
punk-rock version of Philip Glass nirvana. 

JONATHAN GOLD 
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THE SOUL FUNK HIP-HOP 
EXPLOSION 

The Pharcvdejlie Roots, 
Spearhead, Omar, Ben Harper 

Masquerade Music Park 
Atlanta, Georgia 
August 6,1995 

ONLY A DAY after Lollapakxiza's local tour stop pitted 
Courtney Love's bruised hooters against the 
beer-sullied surliness of her so-called fans, one 
of the season's sawiest package shows corralled 
a group of performers who seemed concerned 
with real alternatives. Hatched by Atlanta's 
Vagabond Productions, the brain 
trust of Arrested Development 
frontman Speech, "The Soul Funk 
Hip-Hop Explosion" reflected 
Atlanta's thriving funk underground, 
which also fosters a monthly all-star 
jam called the Funk-Jazz Kafe and 
acid-jazz nights at the boho Yin Yang 
Cafe. Too bad the subculture itself 
prefers after-hours to glaring day- 
light: Fans filled only half of the out- 
door venue's 4,000-person capacity. 

Even with a smallish crowd pre- 
sent, however, the music heard at 
Masquerade Music Park glimmered 
with hope and possibility, evoking a 
panorama of pre-rap sources to sug- 
gest new directions for black music 



too readily mired in freeze-dried 
computer games and prefab 
postures. Roots doctor Ben 
Harper made his slide guitar 
shiver over percussive reggae 
accents as his earthy protest 
songs echoed Peter Tosh 
and Richie Havens at their most 
strident. "Voodoo Chile" conjured 
up a compelling conversation 
between Robert Johnson and 
Jimi Hendrix. More subtly 
demonstrative, British soulster 
Omar cooed about love and 
sensuality while his band offered 
soft-jazz motifs, butt-hugging 
bass, and the sun-dappled 
keyboards of Stevie Wonder at 
his mellowest; the inevitable 
flute solo was an occasion for 
shameless retro-bliss. Michael 
Franti and Spearhead rallied 
a rainbow-hued crowd to chant 
along, the hefty agit-load lent 
buoyancy by fiery gospel 
vocals. Were Natalie Merchant 
this funky, no one would 
ever complain about her lyrics. 
Nothing didactic about the Roots. Here 
frolic came unfettered by activism and burst into 
the arena of art for its own silly sake. The 
Philly foursome set fire to rap's Sugar Hill nursery, 
exploding formula with improvised urgency, 
steady bass eruptions and the human beatbox 
mania of B.R.O.THER. On record, the Roots 
expand sonic boundaries finding the link 
between '70s organ-grinder funk like the Meters 
and the '90s jazz complexities of Brooklyn's 
M-BASE collective. Onstage, tfiey're a monster, 
chewing up the air in ferocious, grinning gulps, 
leaving scary footprints in the ground. 

As headllners, the Pharcyde could only be 
anticlimactic after the Roots, and suffered from 
the contrast. Their arsenal of deliriously twisted 
verbal gags 
and supple, squiggly 
jazz-fusion 
samples lacked 
consequence, 
the quartet of 
rapid-fire voices 
coming off loud 
and blurry. Stuck 
with only two 
turntables to offset 
their cracked 
locquaciousness, 
the California outfit 
seemed like the 
day's most perverse 
anachronism. 

STEVEN DOLLAR 




for 



Mis 
Mt 



(youi nam* h«H«) 



1 



I, , l>(i/i</ I'f jflunti mini) an? body. HtcLirt my.itlf void of all accounlahilily for 

(your namo h«f9) 
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PROTECT YOURSELF from annoj^g embarrassments 
and distractions this college football season. Give this 
waiver to those in your life who don't yet realize that 
your behavior is now completely out of 3'our control. 



THURSDAYS: Weekend KUk-Off Sho^ 

pre.vnteJ ly RiuKiell Athletic at 7:)0 p.m. ET 

Tbuniday Nie/ht CFA 
S:00 p.in.' ET' 

SATURDAYS: College GameDay 
11:30 a.m. ET 

Bu) Ten Game of the Week 
12:30 p.m. ET 

CFA Prime Tinu 
Cheek Lncal Li.itifn),< 

ESPN2 SporUiNiffht College Foothall Show 
3:00 p.m. ET 

Plus ESPN2 Afternoon oik) Evening GamM 
Check Local LLitingj 



"W Use it or suffer the 



CONSEQUENCES. 

S3Pn ^sf?fp 



I shouldn't be here From a vantage point not 
ten feet away, I'm watching Alanis IVIorissette 
grind her arms and legs through a vigorous 
workout on an obsolete stationary bicycle — 
the kind where the handlebars go back and 
forth. Minutes earlier, her tour manager had 
firmly instructed me to keep my distance. 

"She'll be in the gym," he said, "but we'll 
see you at dinner." 

"I could just go down to the gym..." 
1 squeaked. 

"That's not what I said," he growled. 

But how could he expect me to obey orders 
knowing that, over in the hotel exercise room, 
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the pop banshee of the moment was sweating her booty off? 
Fueled by 1995's anthem of the jilted, "You Oughta Know," the 
21 -year-old Morissette has successfully packaged female anger 
and sold It back to ex-boyfriends worldwide at an incredible 
markup. Her American debut, Jagged Little Pill, is racing up the 
Billboard album chart with all the fury of a ravenous she-wolf hunt- 
ing her prey, and her blurry form dominates MTV much the same 
way her record label CEO, Madonna, once did. 

The sweathog grunting before me, though, doesn't at all resem- 
ble the royally pissed-off altema-grrrl who refused Sinead O'Connor's 
abandoned Lollapalooza spot, the siren whose show Alicia Silver- 
stone, the summer's slickest teen, clamored to see. As //. Clad in 
plaid shorts and a baggy white tee, her long brown hair 
pulled t>ack, Morissette could be Typical Girl History Major at 
Liberal Arts College. In a space as cramped as this, hardly 20 
feet square, she's forced to exchange a tentative "Hi." Her 
monosyllable provides few clues as to whether or not she'll 
bite my head off when my espionage becomes clear. But 
when she abandons the noisy bike and approaches the 
bench press machine, she smiles and turns to me. Noticing my 
confusion at a padded contraption attached to the weight- 
station, she comes around to help out. "It's for curling, I 
think," she offers after some tinkering. The vengeful video 
vixen, it turns out, isn't Tank Girl after all; she's friendly and 
sweet, almost flirtatious. And a Samaritan of sorts. 

Lousy with guilt, I confess to staking her out. Her shoul- 
ders tense momentarily, but she quickly rules me out as a 
potential stalker. "Nobody ever recognizes me," she sighs, 
as if saying so will keep it true. 

"I was thinking about your song," I shyly begin. 
"Which one?" 
" 'Your House.' " I admit. 

"Uh-oh." Those shoulders stiffen once more. "Are you 
some kind of stalker?" 

"Your House," for those uninitiated, is the super-secret 
track at the very end of Jagged Little Pill. Search past track 
13, the uncredited remix of 
'You Oughta Know," until you 
get to 5:12, and you'll hear an 
a cappella Morissette seeking 
absolution from a lover whose 
house she has broken into— 
she takes a bath, plays his 
JonI Mitchell albums, puts on 
his cologne — as she sings, 
"I shouldn't be here without 

permission / You 

might be home soon / 

Would you forgive me, love / If I laid in your bed?" Saturated 
with reverb, the track possesses a chantlike, religious 
quality that leads me to wonder if the one-time Catholic is 
actually singing to some deity. 

"That is the only song on the record that's not 100 per- 
cent true," she confides. "I was staying in this guy's house 
in Hollywood and he wasn't there for a week. I remember 
being overly curious and sleeping in his bed. It felt eerie 
and unnerving; I also had kind of a crush on him. I get 
burned at the end of the song because If I had really 

snooped around as much as I wanted to. It would have 
been wrong. I probably would have found something I didn't 
want to find. I deserved it" She laughs. "So do you." 

That evening, when Morissette appears for dinner, a 

mild transformation has occurred. Her hair, extending just 
about to her elbows, falls perfectly straight until it reaches 
her chest, where it freaks out into zig-zaggy tentacles. 
She's wearing a white oxford fastened together by a 
safety pin in only one place despite its fully functional 
buttons, baggy satin sweatpants, and no-name tennis 



"Smoking cigarettes 
isnt enough/' says 
Morissette. "There's 
no way around pain. 
That's part of the 
charm of being alive." 



sneakers— very Haight-Ashbury '90s love child. I can't help but notice her 
fingernails, decorated in a lovely shade of robin's-egg-blue nail polish. Not 
only do I notice it on Morissette, but on several members of her band, a 
Muppet Show of longhaired L.A. session dudes. "I've made everyone put 
it on," she smiles tiefore glancing at my own fingertips with devious intent. 
"Would you like me to do yours?" 

I make some small talk with the Muppets, but I can't help watching 
Morissette sideways. Not because I fear an unauthorized manicure, but 
because she knows how to get your attention without demanding it She's 
a hair twirier. If you've got it, twiri it, I suppose. She claps her hands in 
front of her mouth and squeals when she gets excited about things, partic- 
ulariy the temporary tattoo she plans to buy and affix to her guitarist's butt, 
a drawing of a hand with the inscription, "Grab My Love." When a cake 
arrives for the table next to us, she croaks "Happy Birthday" just as out of 
tune as everyone else. 

"Hey, you can't sing!" I exclaim. 

"You're right," she deadpans. "You'd better go home." 

The next time we meet, just before the evening's Pontiac, Michigan, 

show at 7th House, a tiny rock club just beyond the affluent edge of 
Detroit's sutiurfos, the metamorphosis is complete. Morissette is devastating. 
She's done little more than slap on some foundation and accentuate that 
big Cariy Simon mouth with a smidgen of burgundy lipstick, but that 
proves plenty. She warms up her voice by outsinging the Motown on the 
radio. Now I recognize her. You only have to flick a switch to turn on a light. 

7th House looks to be about two-thirds full, the twentyish pop music 
consumers almost evenly divided between guys and gals. Strangely 
enough, this miniature cult following includes a large number of couples, who 
nuzzle in the t>alcony or stand on each others' toes down front. All of them 
have long feathered hair, and, it seems, at least one item of cut-off clothing. 

Morissette's band, sans their frontwoman, swarms the stage, launching 
into a ferocious Zep-like groove. For all their offstage goofiness and Sunset 
Strip hairspray residue, the four Muppets are ear-poppingly good musicians, 
with the kind of enthusiasm that results in lots of flying drumsticks. Guitarist 
Jesse Tobias, formeriy of the band Mother Tongue, came recommended 
by the Red Hot Chili Peppers' Flea and Dave Navarro, who backed Moris- 
sette on "You Oughta Know." The rest — drummer 
Taylor Hawkins (a self-described "cross between Brad 
Pitt and Animal"), bassist Chris Chaney and one-time 
King Swamp guitarist Nick Lashley — "all just showed 
up and worked out," says Morissette. "If I wasn't in a 
band with them I would probably have dated each one of 
them already, except Nick, who's married. But it's too 
sacred for us to jeopardize our professional relationship." 

When Morissette finally races onstage, flinging her 
tresses from side to side before ripping into "All I Really 
Want," the crowd whoops like an Arsenio audience. The 
sleeves of her button-down shirt flapping at her sides, 
Morissette looks like she's taking orders from some other planet. With her 
eyes practically rolled back in her head, and her left arm waving spasmod- 
ically, it's clear that Typical Giri has been left behind at the hotel gym. 
After a few impressive tosses of her hair, Morissette begins to resemble 
those terrifying teen stariets of '70s horror films — pig-bloodied Sissy 
Spacek in Carrie, Linda Blair growling "Your mother sucks cocks in hell" 
in The Exorcist. You'd best believe that all she really wants is deliver- 
ance — "a way to calm the angry voice." 

Morissette isn't all revenge fantasies and spewed split-pea soup. The 
flower child with the light-blue nail polish emerges in the lilting singalong 
"Hand In My Pocket," which finds Morissette exploring the central 
dichotomies of her existence: her private life versus her stabs at reaching 
out, apathy versus engagement with the worid. "I'm high but I'm grounded / 
I'm sane but I'm overwhelmed / I'm lost but I'm hopeful," she drawls. 
Astonishingly, her cult following at 7th House has developed a little routine for 
the song's chorus. In the lyric, one hand always remains in ttie aforemen- 
tioned pocket, while the other goes through a series of easily imitable 
functions — hailing a taxicab; giving a high five, flicking a cigarette — which 
our feathered friends demonstrate at the appropriate moments. In perfect 
unison. Sure it's cheesy, something you'd expect of, say, Hootie & the 
Blowfish fans — and you know there's gotta be some overiap — but the 
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Are you rock and roll? 
Are you creative? Can you lick 
a stamp? You might win a Sony 
Shelf System and lots of other cool 
stuff I Details and prize info are 
inside the CD, cassette, and comic 
book. 
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"I've had people 
cheat me out of a 
lot of money. I think 
of it as my tuition 
for The College 
of Music Careen" 
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entire audience partaltes, with- 
out any prompting from the 
stage wtiatsoever. Sometimes 
cheese is Brie. 

iVIorissette doesn't have a 
clear-cut explanation for the 
song. When she fells me 
that she never watches TV, 
reads nothing but books — 
she's presently plowing 

through Marianne Falthfull's autobiography — and that fun for her Is climb- 
ing a tree with a friend and not spealtlng for four hours, I suggest that said 
concealed hand symbolizes the Glenn Gould-like depth of her self- 
imposed isolation. 

"Sure, that could be what It's about," she hedges. "Most of those songs 
were written so quickly that i would write something and sing It, and the 
next day not remember doing It. It was just exactly the way I was feeling at 
the time." 

Morissette has a dark secret, several even, but she's not showing her 
hand for nothing. She's keeping it In that damn pocket. 

The following afternoon, Morissette and I commandeer the tour van 

and spend a Zen-like aftemoon on the campus of the Cranbrook Academy of 
Art, home to more beautiful sculpture gardens than you can shake the Venus 
de Mllo at. We sit In the sun, by a reflecting pool filled with multicolored carp 
and water lilies and flanked t>y spitting chierubs, and talk. Ironically, about pain. 




Morissette speaks wisely and authoritatively about her fans' connection 
with the hurt and anger of her music, recognizing both their need to Identify 
and her own need to purge. "Everybody has to release It somehow," she 
says. "If you don't, it'll take its toll on you, and It'll either be a physical thing, 
or all your relationships will be really negative and full of conflict or some- 
thing. So you have to deal, whether you go through therapy or get Into rela- 
tionships, or music, or write it out In diaries. Smoking cigarettes isn't enough. 
There's no way around pain. That's part of the charm of being alive." 

Indeed, Jagged Little Pill's calculatedly eclectic pop — a hip-hop beat 
here, a folk guitar there, a little extra feedback on the bridge — gets its 
power from Morissette's willingness to push a little harder emotionally and 
lyrically than any woman currently working the Buzz Bin. Her voice goes 
from quirky punches at the ends of lines and awkward, expressive breaths 
to high piping siren territory, and is all the more impressive for her lack of 
formal training. "Never had a singing lesson," she beams. "I'm getting a 
vocal coach, though...." 

Taking cliches like "you live, you learn" and exploding them Into painful 
conclusions — "You bleed, you learn / You scream, you learn" — Morissette 
mines the nitty-grltty too often relegated to mere subtext In pop music. 
Grrris can't be giris because the media defines them through their anger, 
and that just makes them angrier. The way In which Morissette carves out 
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space for a broad emotional range Is more typical of men: She simply 
assumes it. "Being able to express both your masculine and feminine 
sides is a great advantage," asserts the former tomboy. 

Morissette's gentler (but not necessarily "feminine") side, as heard on 
"Hand In My Pocket" and the sympathetic "l\^ary Jane," nestled alongside 
rants like "You Oughta Know," effects a sea change in pop music by affirm- 
ing that "angry" and "woman" don't have to add up to "angry v^oman." "The 
day that there's no need for feminism, this society has truly woken up," she 
says. She hasn't even heard Throwing Muses or PJ Harvey. 

Her career, however, began long before either of theirs, despite her just 
having tumed the legal drinking age last June. Alanis Nadine Morissette, tfie 
only daughter of military high school teachers Alan Morissette and Georgia 
Feuerstein, respectively French Canadian and Hungarian-bom, spent most 
of her first few years in Germany before being whisked back to Ottawa, 
along with her twin brother Wade and older brother Chad. At nine years of 
age, tiefore you learned three-place multiplication, she took up piano, and at 
ten she began to write songs and act, landing a recurring spot on Nick- 
elodeon's wacky kids show. You Can't Do That on Television, where she 
unsuccessfully dodged falling buckets of green slime for the 1986 season. 
Back when you were a big Kajagoogoo fan, the determined Morissette took 
all the money she made on You Can't Do That and reconled the self-penned 
single "Fate Stay With Me" with help from a couple of Canadian music biz 
veterans. She had 2,000 copies of it pressed on her own indie label, Lamor 
Records, and MCA Publishing was impressed enough to snag her a con- 
tract with their Canadian division at age 14. You'd just popped your first zit. 
Because of her ample confidence, not to mention the cross-legged 

Buddha posture she's assumed, 
it's easy to forget that Moris- 
sette has only walked the earth 
for 21 years. Her precision 
masks her unruly sentiments. 
When she says she believes in 
"that whole concept of having 
to hit rock bottom in order to 
make any changes," I remem- 
ber that she's dealt with her 
problems in the past — realizing 
that her heart wasn't in the 

I music she'd become so suc- 
cessful performing — by drop- 
ping everything and moving to 
Toronto at age 18, and then 
again to Los Angeles at 20. 
She explains: "You have to 
reach a point that you're 
so consumed by whatever it 
is that you can't take It 
anymore, and until you reach 
that point you just coast along like a bottom-dweller." 

We stumble upon a man-made swimming hole. "We're going in, rig/if?" 
she declares. Neither of us has a swimsuit. I strip to my skivvies. She 
dives in fully clothed. Talk turns to relationships. 

She Insists that she's ready to love somebody, but lets it slip that she's 
never been in a positive relationship before, citing examples of dalliances 
with older men who were "emotionally unavailable" to her. 
"How will you handle it the next time you get dumped?" I ask. 
She immediately responds, in all seriousness: "I'm never going to get 
dumped again." 

She intimates that the last good time she had in bed resulted in bruises 
up and down her arms. 

"Hickeys?" I hope, worrying that the sex might have taken an ugly turn. 
"Hickeys, bite-me's. It was great." 
"So what happened to him?" 

"He's coming back. Definitely." With that, she inverts herself in the 
water and lets her legs finish the conversation. 

Not until I rejoin iier in Toronto do i uncover Alanis Morissette's 

dark secret. None of her press people have been particulariy forthcoming 
about her first two albums, the 1991 Canadian platinum Alanis and its 
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1992 near-gold follow-up, Now Is the Time. No one 
carries them In the U.S. As soon as I land In Canada, 
I'm praying I can find at least one of her previous 
releases at the local mall. Unbeknownst to me, the 
time I spend hunting down these rarities coincides 
with our scheduled interview session. I am embarrass- 
ing her and pissing her off simultaneously. Would you 
forgive me, love? 

I know I can't mention to her the exact nature of my 
disappearance when I get a look at the cover of Atanis, 
from which a younger version of Morlssette, still swad- 
dled in baby fat, pouts defiantly. Inside, she sings of 
"party boys" and "supermen," and sasslly exclaims 
"My name is Alanis / I'm a white chick singer / The 
drums are a-smokin' and so's the bass." It's as if her 
high school yeartxrak picture came to life and made an 
album designed to haunt her forever. Sometimes 
cheese is Velveeta. 

"There are certain mistakes that you make wtien you're 
16 because you're ignorant," she demurs the next morn- 
ing, realizing I'm In on the musical make-over that has 
made Canadians skep- 
tical of Morissette's 
newfound alternative 
status. No wonder she 
refers to Jagged Little 
Pill as "my debut 
album," and lowers her 
head in shame when 
referring to her two 
dance-oriented, teen- 
splrlted chartbusters. 
Alanis was the Debbie 
Gibson of Canada. 

When her contract 
with MCA Records ex- 
pired, the 20-year-old 

HI-NRG queen exiled herself to Los Angeles. "It was 
kind of a blessing that it was over," she muses, 
"because I wanted to start out with a clean slate, not 
only personally but career-wise, too. It left me sort of 
naked. Leaving Toronto to go to L.A. gave me a severe 
dose of disillusionment that was really necessary. I was 
finally in a position where things weren'r working out. 
And it was good for me. It made me realize that certain 
people I'd blindly trusted let me down. My intuition was 
saying 'Don't trust these people, don't work with these 
people,' and I went against it." 

She keeps her bitterness over her early career in 
check, though. 

"I've had people cheat me out of a lot of money. 
Let's just say that I'm still paying for the mistakes I've 
made. I think of it as my tuition for The College of 
Music Career." 

Still, everyone resembles their high school yearbook 
picture a little, no matter how much they mature. It's 
worth noting, therefore, that most of the love songs on 
Alanis — "Jealous," "Walk Away" — consist of diatribes 
against unfaithful or unsuitable lovers. Even a 16-year- 
old Morlssette crackles with angst, in sharp contrast 
with the peppy Paula Abdul-esque computerized 
backup. "Feeling lost in a world full of lies / 1 can't help 
thinkin' that love is just passin' me by," she moans In 
"On My Own," a song for which Morlssette retains a 
reasonable amount of respect, probably because it 
describes her lack of control over the final product. 
How ironic that Jagged Little Pill producer/collaborator 
Glen Ballard, who rescued her from MIDI hell, has also 
helped trap Paula Al>dul and Michael Jackson there. 



Dirty little secrets: 
1991's Alanis and 1992's 
Now Is the Time. 



Ballard brought Morissette to the attention of Maverick 
Records, playing "Perfect" for A&R whIz-kid and 
Freddy DeMann-prot6g6 Guy Oseary. Though the 22- 
year-old Oseary denies that the song touched off a 
synergistic prodigy vibe between the two, he tends to 
stress Morissette's precoctousness. "She and I are about 
the same age, and people are always so amazed that 
we've accomplished anything since Generation X-ers are 
supposedly not ambitious. We're showing people we're 
as ambitious as anyone else." Oseary, who also inked 
Candlebox to Maverick, has yet to see or hear Alanis' 
first two albums, though. "I don't even want to," he says. 

Morisaette downplays it, but this svcnlng's 

Toronto show means a great deal, as much a vendetta 
as a homecoming. "It feels good to have a country 
understand and appreciate my growth as opposed to 
questioning it," she declares. With two wildly successful 
altHims' worth of ripe cheese to live down, Morissette's 
trying to pull off the entertainment business's toughest 
trick: the Janet Jackson/Tori Amos/Ron Howard how- 
ya-like-me-now. As the young and underpaid hoser 
who sold me her previous releases quipped with more 
admiration than scorn, "She's a trend-jumper." 

The sold-out show, at Lee's Palace, has a much 
friendlier vibe than the exciting chill of the Pontiac 
bloodletting. It's the first show after a week's vacation. 
She spent it in Ottawa with family, catching up by tak- 
ing long walks down train tracks with her brothers, who 
thankfully never discuss her career with her. "We 
couldn't be more different," coos Morissette, "but I feel 
closer to them than I ever have." She takes care to 
explain that her parents 
aren't phased by hear- 
ing their daughter refer 
to oral sex and fucking 
to the cheers of an 
enthusiastic throng. "A 
lot of people ask my 
parents, 'Aren't you 
embarrassed that your 
daughter speaks like 
that?' and they say, 
'No, she's been that 
way her whole life, she 
just wasn't doing it publicly. And we're glad she Is now.' " 
Morissette laughs. "My mother's raunchier than I am." 

Old friends from her Toronto days drop in, including 
former roommate Mike Levine of the Canadian cheese- 
metal band Triumph. Her parents come down to see the 
show. Even old enemies from her mallrat days, busily 
promoting the opening act, have shamelessly appeared. 

"Right now is pretty pinnacle-ish," she tells me 
when I ask about her goals. "I went to the beach just 
the other night and I sat on the same rock I sat on 
when I first moved to Toronto, which was probably the 
hardest time in my whole life. I remember sitting on 
that rock in such major pain. And then I sat on It the 
other night — same rock — and I just went, 'Man.' " 

That's why it looks strange when she squints a little 
and arches her back during "Right Through You," 
sternly Indicating the band as she growls, "Hello Mr. 
Man / You didn't think I'd come back / You didn't think 
I'd show up with my army / And this ammunition on 
my back." After the show, she tells me that she spotted 
in the audience some of the same record execs who 
inspired the song. Her eyes light up. "When this one guy 
approached me backstage, " she whispers, "I looked him 
in the eye and said, 'See you on tfie way down.' " 
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Here's the problem: It's called "flat community 
rating." Under this system, all people under 65 pay 
a flat rate for insurance, no matter how often they 
see their doctor In theory, this is a noble effort to 
prevent the sick from paying outrageous insurance 
costs. But in reality, it just doesn't work. 

Take New York State. In 1993 community rating 
became law. Health insurance costs nearly tripled 
for young adults just starting their careers. At the 
same time, middle-aged people at their peak earn- 
ing power saw their rates chopped in half. As a 
result, several thousand people were priced out of 
the market. Now many other states are following 
New York's lead. 

So what can you do before community rating hits 
your state? First, get the facts. Then get involved. 
Because when you realize how community rating 
makes health insurance unaffordable, it just might 
make you sick. 



lb get involved, cootocf Third Millennium, o non-partisan, non-profit organization of young oduKs concerned with this country's future. 
Write usot RO. Box 20866 New York, NY 10023. Tolk to us at 212-979-2001 . Or e-moil us at thirdmil@reach.com 
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Red Hot Chili Peppers 
Mad Season 
Candlebox 
Blues Traveler 
Screaming Trees 
The Minus 5 

The Magnificent Bastards 
Flaming Lips 
Super 8 
Cheap Trick 
Collective Soul 
Sponge 

Toad The Wet Sprocket 
Mary Chapin Carpenter 
George Clinton 
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Fifty percent of artist royalties, producer royalties, and of Hollywood Records' net profits from this album will be used to fund programs for spaying and neutering cats and dogs. 
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It's 108 degrees in Phoenix, Arizona, 
on the morning of June 13, but the 
desert heat means little to Anatol 
Epstein, who has arrived at Sky 
Harbor International Airport packed 
in 200 pounds of crushed ice. 
Technically speaking, Epstein, a 66- 
year-old history professor from New 
York, Is dead. Yesterday, he finally 
lost his fight against brain cancer. 
But to the members of the Alcor Life 
Extension Foundation who meet his 
flight, he is only slightly dead — or, 
as they prefer to say, "de-animated." 
A forklift hoists the crate containing 
the Professor and. leaving a trail of 
slush in its path, carefully loads it 
into a used EMS vehicle. The van 
speeds off with an urgency that 
usually accompanies matters of life 




and death. Slowing to stop for a red light, Alcor 
president Steve Bridge lets out a sigh. "We're not 
allowed to run the siren and flash the lights," he 
explains wistfully. In an industrial park at the edge of 
Scottsdale, the van pulls up to a large warehouse. 
Inside, past a suite of nondescript offices, a door j 
opens into a blazingly lit, well-appointed operating 
room. There, a dozen-odd people don scrubs, 
preparing for surgery. They are going to freeze 
Professor Epstein. 



Cryonicists claim 
that any difference 
between toeing 
alive and being dead 
is a matter of 
interpretation, medical 
science and time. 



The Alcor Foundation is an organization 

dedicated to cryonlcs, the practice of preserving people at extremely low 
temperatures (the word comes from the Greek root kryos, meaning icy 
cold). Cryonicists are relativists of the most extreme kind: They claim that 
any difference t>etween a person's being alive and t>eing dead is far from 
settled, subject to interpretation, available medical resources, and time. 
Advocates of cryonlcs contend that many patients who have no final 
recourse today will have one someday — that the very causes of 
contemporary death will, in a more sophisticated medical context, be 
curable. At such a time not only will living people t>e effectively Immortal, 
but those unlucky enough to be dead may have a second chance. Cryonic 
science aims to preserve patients' bodies and brains sufficiently intact so 
that doctors of the future can defrost them and restore them to life. 

Five organizations in the United States currently freeze and care 
for people after they've died. Alcor, with almost 400 members, is by far 
the largest. Others are based 
in Northern California and 
Michigan. It is estimated 
that between 500 and 600 
people worldwide have made 
arrangements for cryonic 
suspension. This procedure 
costs up to $120,000, which 
most fund through taking out a 
life insurance policy that 
benefits their chosen cryonics 
practitioner. Thus, the monthly 
charge for this passport to 
eternal life is roughly equivalent 
to their cable television bill. 

Professor Epstein's body, 

surrounded by crushed ice, lies 
atop several cooling blankets 
on the operating table. There's 
something strange about a 
medical team attending with 
code-red alacrity to a patient 
who's been dead for a day. 
Yet the faster that preservation 
can be accomplished, the more 
quickly Professor Epstein's 
remaining metabolism will 
be arrested, preventing further 
internal damage — and the 
easier It will be, presumably, to 
revive him. 

Tanya Jones hovers nervously 
over the proceedings. A small, 
26-year-old blonde wearing pink- 
tinted butterfly glasses, she is 
the suspension team leader. 
She's preparing for perfusion: an 
open-heart bypass, in which the 
team will pump out the patient's 
blood and replace it with 
a glycerol-based antifreeze 
solution. This "cryoprotectant" is 



designed to minimize damage to the 
brain and Internal organs. Derek Ryan, 
Alcor's baby-faced membership 
director, has stayed up all night to mix 
up a fresh batch. 

F^lph Whelan, the tall, skinny editor 
of Cryonics magazine, adjusts the 
pumping mechanism that will regulate the 
flow of fluids in and out of the patient's 
body. With electric clippers, Scott Herman, 

the driver of the EMS van, shaves 

Professor Epstein's chest; Judy Krantz, a 
surgical nurse at a neart>y hospital, shears the hair from his head. Several 
days ago, Krantz was in an automobile accident, and the grotesque 
black-and-blue splotches covering her face and right forearm add to the 
eerie atmosphere. 

Looking up from a clipt>oard holding the patient's medical records, Jones 
makes an announcement. "To the t>est of my knowledge, the patient had no 
known infectious diseases. However, be careful." A power drill whines 
briefly while Hugh Hixon, Alcor's senior researcher, makes a small hole in 
the top of Professor Epstein's skull. When Nurse Krantz takes an 
electrocautery to burn open the patient's chest, the odor of seared flesh 
begins to fill the room. 

Contrary to popular belief, the animator and studio founder Watt 

Disney is not frozen, though many cryonicists wish he were. Disney was 





supposedly interested in cryonics, but the likely 
origin of the persistent rumor that he is 
suspended lies in the coincidence of his death, 
in California, on the very afternoon in December 
1966 that the Cryonics Society of California 
held its inaugural press conference. (It's also true 
that we tend to automatically associate Disney 
with the concept of animation, suspended or 
otherwise.) If he had managed to hold on a little 
longer, he might have made it — the first cryonic 
suspension was performed a month later. Since 
then 79 have been done; 29 of those people are 
stored, in vacuum-packed stainless steel vats 
filled with liquid nitrogen, at Alcor. 

I didn't expect to be witnessing a 
suspension, since Alcor performs an average of 
only two a year. Periodically, laboratory 
experiments designed to refine the freezing 
technique are carried out on hamsters or dogs, 
but most of the time the six full-time employees 
are involved in prosaic administrative and 
financial matters, including patient care, fund- 
raising, and recruiting. The afternoon Professor 
Epstein died, I was conducting a routine 
interview with Steve Bridge. Friendly and 
gangly. Bridge, 46, is the public face of Alcor. 
"Until recently, people thought we were a 
guerrilla cult," he says. "In fact, we're actually a 
bunch of fairly normal people with ideas that 
are better than normal. Forward looking, 
futuristic, but nowhere near a cult." 

Not surprisingly, the most difficult challenge 
facing Bridge is portraying the field as a 
legitimate science. Like Generalissimo 
Francisco Franco in the old Saturday Night Live 
joke, everyone who's been frozen is still dead. 
And though they use elaborate experimental 
protocols, and speak in polysyllabic technical 
terms, most cryonic practitioners are 
enlightened amateurs whose enthusiasm 
outstrips their professional credentials. Only 
three members of Anatol Epstein's suspension 
team came in with relevant institutional training: 
besides Nurse Krantz, Hugh Hixon holds an 
M.S. in biochemistry, while Nancy McEachern, 
who is performing the surgery, is a licensed 
veterinarian. The rest acquired their skills via in- 
house instruction. Partly because of the limited 
funds for salaries and research, cryonics 
remains a garage science; conversely, their 
fringe status makes it hard for cryonicists to get 
grants. To cope, the cryonics organization 
CryoCare has announced it will try to recruit 
doctors from the former Soviet Union who might 
be willing to work at bargain rates. 

In the operating room, McEachern and 

Krantz open the patient's chest, exposing the 
ribs, which they then saw apart. This gives 
them access to the heart. A bypass circuit is 
attached, and Tanya Jones takes a blood 
sample. The liquid in the test tube is a rich 
maroon color. It shows almost no clotting, 
which means the antifreeze stands a good 
chance of circulating through the entire body. 
The circuit is opened: For ten minutes, blood Is 
pumped out of the patient. 

For the next three hours, the glycerol solution 
will be pumped in at a gradually increasing 
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concentration. On the console attached to the glycerol pump, the array of 
Instruments Includes a pulse monitor It shows a steady flat line. 

Cryonicists are people who dont want to die. When Alcor's Ralph 

Whelan was seven years old, he resolved to t>ecome rich enough when he 
got older to hire a team of scientists whose job it would be to keep him 
alive indefinitely. They would research organ transplant methods and anti- 
aging and immunology techniques, and he would never have to die. 

Charles Piatt, a vice president of CryoCare who regularly contributes to 
Wired and has written several science fiction novels, remembers being 
taken to day care at age three. "When a child is that age," he explains, 
"it lives through the mother, and when the mother disappears, the child 
feels as if it no longer exists. So I have a much more vivid sense than many 
people of what it fees like not to exist, and I feel a great need to control 
that. I'm not even convinced that life is that great a bargain. But I want the 
right to decide — I want to decide when I die." 

Talking with a cryonicist is like riding an express elevator to the 
penthouse in a high-rise house of cards, constructed from highly 
contingent possibilities. Questions and statements beginning with "what if" 
or "assuming" pile up until the air begins to thin from the fanciful 
speculation being indulged about technologies that don't yet exist. The 
entire field is based on a passionate optimism holding that the future — 
assuming there Is a future, and assuming it is 
capable of reviving the suspended — will be a 
place in which these people will be welcome 
to return. Cryonicists see themselves as 
grand adventurers, "Cryonauts," in the 
tradition of Buck Rogers, the twentieth- i 
century man who becomes a hero in the I 
twenty-fifth century; it doesn't seem to 
occur to them that they may turn out more 
like Woody Allen in the movie Sleeper, a 
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Cryoni€:s is based on 
optimism: assuming 
there will be a future 
and assumina that 
this future will want 
these people around. 



misfit during his own life who's even more out 
of place in the future. 

Hugh Hixon is a soft-spoken, gentle 
daydreamer, more like your spacey Irish uncle 
than a biochemist who's assisted in the 
freezing of 26 people. What the future will be 
like, he says, is "a difficult question to answer. 
Because what is going to be the nature of 
humans? How does a child describe 
adulthood? It's reasonable to assert that people 
will be different In ways that the imagination 
fails." He pauses shyly. "My fantasy," he 
continues, "is to have not one of me in terms of 
bodies, but many. Human spaceships, aquatic 
vessels, all hooked up quasi-telepathically and 
linked to virtual reality. I don't think I'm breaking 
any physical laws to think it's possible." 

Such way-out-sounding dreams, which 
combine obvious intelligence with an unwitting 
loopiness, are common throughout the 
community. Many cryonicists are also 
Extropians, a well-publicized movement of 
futurists v^o believe we are on the verge of using 
technology to actively design the next phase of 
human evolution, that we will conquer aging and 
death and infinitely expand our intelligence and 
sensory perception, becoming "transhuman" 
in the process. In person and via e-mail-based 
discussion groups, Extropians debate 
the ramifications of immortality, space 
colonization, cloning, and downloading human 
consciousness into computers. It's like 
participatory science fiction. 

David Krieger, a 30-year-old Extropian 
theorist who has done technical consulting for 
Star Trelt: The Next Generation, makes an 
affecting point when he talks about the 
therapeutic value of an increased lifespan. "It hurts me to see not just 
geniuses cut short in their youth, but mediocre people cut short in their old 
age when they've just t>egun to get the hang of things," he says. "A long 
lifespan is an important tool to help people overcome some of the shitty 
hands that they've been dealt." 

The perfusion complete, Epstein's chest, eyes, cheeks and nose are 

noticeably bloated. The glycerol solution gives his skin a lurid orange glow. 
Long wires connected to internal temperature probes now extend out of his 
skull, throat, and rectum. 

Like huge condoms, two clear plastic bags are unrolled over the body 
and then vacuum sealed. The package is lowered into a whirlpool tub filled 
with silicone oil cooled by dry ice. The hard work is done. For the next one 
and a half days a computer-controlled regulator will gradually chill the 
silicone oil to 1 10 degrees t>elow zero. 

In the parking lot, I ask Judy Krantz if she is signed up for suspension. 
"No," she answers. "I enjoy helping out, but I'm an organ donor. I want my 
parts to go to living people who can use them." 

If you are a cryonicist, the most Important part of your body is your 

brain. Everything that makes you a person — your memory, your identity, 
the unique organization of Information — is encoded in your cortical 
neurons. Almost two thirds of Alcor's patients 
opt for "neuropreservation," or the suspension of 
just their head. First, they reason, it is half as 
expensive as a full-body procedure; second, any 
future science capable of reviving them will surely 
I^B be able to grow them a fresh new body. 

Paul Genteman, a 47-year-old computer 
H programmer from San Jose, underwent neuro- 

■ suspension after his death this past January. 

■ Within the often-fractious cryonics community, 
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Miles the beagle was chilled and lived to wag atmut It 



Genteman had been someone who got along with everyone. He wore 
a small anarchists' black flag pin on his lapel, and people who spoke to 
him always came away feeling like they'd been let in on some incredibly 
cool secret. 

Three months earlier, he had met Rhonda lacuzzo, a surgical nurse, at 
the annual Cryonics Conference. A colleague of Judy Krantz's from 
Phoenix, lacuzzo had become interested in working on suspensions. 
Genteman and lacuzzo hit It off immediately, and began an intense long- 
distance romance. He persuaded her to sign up for cryonic suspension; in 
turn, she talked him into finally undergoing surgery for his Crohn's disease, 
a life-threatening condition if left untreated. He sometimes taped their 
phone conversations so he could hear her voice when they weren't 
together. They planned to get married. 

But Genteman's surgery was unsuccessful. The day after leaving the 
hospital, he died of complications. Alcor had been notified, and had a 
suspension team standing by. After perfusion, they performed what is 
delicately termed "cephalic isolation." Using a sterilized panel saw, Derek 
Ryan carefully detached Genteman's head, sawing it off at the base of 

the neck. Ryan's eyes shine when he recounts 

the experience. "Someday," he confides, "I'm 
going to be able to talk to Paul and tell him what 
it was like. I want to say it felt strangely — 
affectionate. I felt much closer to him as a 
result" 

Understandably, lacuzzo was in a state of 
shock. She and Ryan spent time together, 
dealing with her grief. Then their friendship 



Usinga sterilized 
saw, Derek Ryan 
carefully detached 
the headj cutting at 
the base of the neck. 




crossed the border Into romance. After 
some trepidation and much discussion, the 
^^^^^^ two now live together; though not married, 

^^^^^^^^Mb^S she calls herself Rhonda lacuzzo Ryan. 
.^^^^^^^^^^^^B Naturally, both of them have considered the 
possibility of a future love triangle and the 
question of what exactly is supposed to 
happen when Paul Gentemen is revived. 
When the subject is raised, lacuzzo gives a 
throaty giggle. "Well, first of all," she says, 
"Paul is going to be tickled to death that 
Derek has been taking care of me all these 
years." Smiling, she insists, "We'll find 
some way to include him." 

Ryan elaborates earnestly. "There are 
three different possibilities I think about. 
One Is that we'll revive Paul, and by that 
time we'll be so different that the 
relationship he and Rhonda had will be a 
much smaller part of who she is, and 
maybe she won't be interested in a 
relationship in the same way. 

"Another is that she'll t>e in love with him 
more than ever and want, after having 
shared a certain numtier of years with me, 
to go off with Paul. 

"The one I like thinking about the most 
is, though, is if we're reviving Paul, then It 
means we've got nanotechnology, we've 
got uploading, we've got copying of people, 
and everybody gets a Rhonda." He laughs. 
"Paul gets a Rhonda, I get a Rhonda, we all 
head off. We either share her or get 
individual copies. The only thing we're sure 
about is we want Paul in our lives." 

The idea that things will be so different In 
the future as to render today's questions 
irrelevant is as old as the Bible. There, a 
group of Saducees confronts Christ. They 
tell him that, according to traditional law, if a 

man dies and his wife survives him, then 

she Is supposed to marry his brother, so 
that she'll continue to be cared for. But suppose there were seven brothers 
who died In succession, with the wife of the first having married each one 
in turn? When the resurrection comes, and all are returned to life, whose 
wife will she be then? 

Jesus tells them they have asked a stupid question. When the 
resurrection comes, he says, men and women won't marry. They will 
live like the angels in heaven. In other words, they will have ceased 
being men and women anymore. Which sounds very much like 
Extropian transhumanism. 

And like religious seelcers whose faith is periodically rewarded with 

mysterious signs of God's immanence, cryonicists see scientific 
developments — the human genome project, artificial organs, molecular 
nanotechnology — as portents that what they seek may somehow be 
attainable. Human corneas, blood, sperm, t>one marrow, skin and teeth can 
be stored in liquid nitrogen and successfully grafted or transplanted. In the 
mid '60s, a doctor in Japan reported spontaneous electrical activity in cat 
brains that had been frozen for six years and thawed. 

If you command Miles the beagle to play 

f dead, he does nothing. He may just be saying, 
"Been there, done that." In 1988 Miles made the 
pages of People magazine after Paul Segall, a 
Berkeley-based physiologist specializing in low- 
temperature medicine, gradually lowered the dog's 
body temperature to 52 degrees, replaced all of his 
blood with a synthetic solution, and continued to 
continued on page 138 
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The air outside Boston's CIneri 
cinema is thicl< with expecta- 
tion. There's a doubled-up line 
of buyers for the 8:30 show- 
ing of Sandra Bullock's geek- 
chic cyber-thriller The Net, 
and the remaining tickets 
have already dwindled into the 
single digits. 

Steve l\/lann is eager to 
watch the movie, both to ana- 
lyze its portrayal of computer hackers 
(which, he ventures, "is not likely to be 
accurate"), and to see Sandra Bullock. "I'm 
afraid I missed Speed," he says, knitting 
his brows. "I don't really get out to see 
films all that much." 

In fact, Steve hasn't seen any of Bullock's 
movies, a failure he hopes to rectify this 
evening. His efforts arent going unnoticed. 
As he joins the line, a buzz churns forward 
like a stadium wave. Heads turn in domino 
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fashion, as friends alert friends and whispers are overheard. "You will be 
assimilated..." someone hisses to his companion, who suppresses a snig- 
ger. People stare. Steve — his face obscured by a darkened visor, his body 
draped with cables and a bandolier of batteries and processors — stares 
back. Recording. 

His rig — which does indeed make him look like a t>argain-bin version of 
Star rnsAr's Borg — isn't supposed to be a fashion statement. It consists of 
a camera, a communications device, and a computer, worn by Steve 
throughout his waking hours. A tiny optic pickup mounted to Steve's visor 
records everything he sees, transmitting it to a workstation in his office at 
MITs Media Lab. The server uploads the steady stream of images to the 
lnterr>et, giving the wortd, or at least the Worid Wide Web, digital access to 
Steve's eyes. When Steve experiences Bullock, so will Net-surfers in 
Tokyo and Tasmania. He keeps on his visor throughout the movie, send- 
ing a steady stream of Sandra-bits into cyberspace. 

"She's interesting," he decides, as the crowd begins to exit into the 
muzzy New England night. "I don't believe I've ever seen a computer pro- 
grammer wt>o looked quite like she does." 

Back at the Media Lab, wtiere he is a grad student in ttie Visk>n and Model- 
ing department, Steve relaxes, lifting his visor onto his forehead and blink- 
ing owlishly at the sudden direct lighting. He says he's grown used to 
stares and whispers. "When I was in Toronto," he admits, "people would 
walk across the street to avoid me." He doesn't really mind; the ridicule of 
the uninformed is a small price to pay to be a pioneer. 

In their video visors, body-bound power packs, dan- 
gling cables, and projecting antennae, with odd elec- 
tronic lumps half-hidden by gaffer's tape and glue, Steve 
and his friend Thad Sterner are self-made cyborgs, liv- 
ing collaborations between man and machine. With the 
twitch of a finger, Thad can send messages around the 
worid, or bring up transcripts of years-gone conversa- 
tions. Like a dinosaur, he has a second brain in his 
body: a credit card-sized computer connected to a 
cellular modem the size of pack of cigarettes, which, 
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together, keep him in constant contact with the Internet and its gargantuan 
pool of data. Unlike a dinosaur, Thad represents a stage of evolution that 
has just begun. 

Imagine what happens, Thad and Steve say, when their clunky home- 
brewed prototypes become full-fledged production models— computers so 
unobtrusive and so much a part of daily existence that they'll be interwo- 
ven with the clothes we wear. Through his "thinkwear," the average Joe 
will have augmented memory and enhanced vision. He'll never lose con- 
tact with his friends, and he'll never get lost. He will become dependent on 
and empowered by his digital second self. 

"The future," says Thad, "belongs to cyborgs." 

Human evolution came to a screeching haK centuffa* ago. Wa'ra tha 

same make and model as our ancestors, and their ancestors, and theirs 
before them. By contrast, the evolution of the automobile has accelerated 
exponentially. There are 50 microprocessors in the average 1995 car, each 
of them about as powerful as those used by the first personal computer. 
And It's not just cars. It's coffeepots, credit cards, watches, and washing 
machines. All around us, everyday machines are able to make decisions, 
solve problems, and communicate solutions. In the future, they'll be even 
faster, stronger, and better than today. 

So if nature has turned its back on us, why don't we take matters Into 
our own hands? Instead of just seeding the environment with thinking 
things, why shouldn't we use these things to make ourselves think better? 

You remember the cue: After 
crashing in a blaze of gory glory, 
experimental test pilot Steve Austin 
was given a six-million-dollar retrofit. 
Through the innovations of science, he 
traveled a step up the evolutionary lad- 
der. In the '70s, TV's bionic man and 
woman were the first matings of man 
and machine to capture mainstream 
imaginations. Was there a kid anywhere 
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who didn't secretly hope to be horribly mangled in a plane crash? 

Thad and Steve, children of that era. were certainly sold on 
the concept. When they call themselves cyborgs, short for cyber- 
netic organisms, they take their cue from the term's inventor, 
aerospace engineer Manfred Clynes. "His idea of a cyborg was 
someone who had 'become one with the machine,' " says Thad. 
"Someone riding a bicycle is a cyborg, because it's basically 
become an extension of their own body." 

If a cyclist is a proto-cyborg, then Thad and Steve are the real 
deal. Their wearables are just a skin's thickness away from being 
part of their bodies. They're walking the Cyborg Way not just as a fun 
experiment but because they understand the power that 
thinkwear gives them on a day-to-day, minute-by-minute basis. 
They wear their rigs all the time, from the moment they rise in the 
morning until they turn out the lights at night. 

The cyborg gear makes them more than human, and at the 
same time less so. Introduce yourself to Thad, and he smiles 
graciously, shakes your hand, acts as normal as a guy can while 
wearing a digital eyepiece and a mess of equipment. But as you 
converse. Thad's etiquette gets a little less conventional. He 
starts clicking silently with his fingers on a miniature hand-held 
keyboard, scanning the Internet. If you're out there, he ll know 
who you are — where you work, your hobbies, the haunts in 
cyberspace you frequent. 

It can be just as awkward to interact with Steve. I find myself 
staring into the gray Infinity of a tinted-glass frame: his eyes are 
barely visible and unblinking, focused a thousand miles away. 
The wired life presents both of them with problems an ordinary 
human doesn't face, like the need for generous supplies of juice. 
When a battery-less Thad stumbles over a name or fact, he apol- 
ogizes and says sheepishly that his "brain is down." They figure 
these are problems that will be solved soon, once everyone else 
joins them in cyborg nation. 

In the meantime, their friends have tried to make the most of 
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Thad's cyber- 
wardrobe, by helping 
him remember tiinner 
engagements and 
the liKe,^ has probably 
saved his relationship. 



the situation. "Tliat memofy of his, it only 
worfcs with technical stuff," groans Thad's ; 
girtfriend. Though he boasts of having a I 
photographic memory, Thad suffers / 
from the classic hacker's syndrome — 
losing track of names, time, and 
belongings that have nothing to do 
with the project at hand. His cyber- 
wardrobe, by prompting him to 
remember birthdays, anniversaries, 

dinner engagements and the like, has probably saved his relationship. 

I ask Thad how long he intends to wear his get-up. He gives me a look 
like I've asked him why he's wearing underwear. Steve breaks the silence 
as he tugs on the cable connecting his visor and Its side-mounted camera. 
"If I wear this all the time and assert that this is my optic nerve, what's the 
difference operationally?" he says. "Except mayt>e that I can't swim with it 
on, or shower in it?" 

Thad shrugs. "It wouldn't be that hard to make it waterproof, either." 

Today, a select group of kids is being treated to the future according 

to Thad. With his Vandyke goatee, black-on-black outfit, and regulation 
hacker-chic ponytail, he looks the part of the digital evangelist. 

"Think about it," he says, showing his rig to the dazed adolescents. "Aug- 
mented memory — don't forget anything ever again! Put some cameras in 
the glasses, drop in a face-recognition program, and you'll never be embar- 

Mortal combat: Steve confronts 
a rival technology. 




rassed by not knowing someone's name. Or hook it up to 
the Global Positioning System, and never get lostl" 

A kid wearing Thad's visor pipes up. "Does this thing 
play chess?" 

Thad has built up momentum; there's no interrupting 
him. "Soon we'll be able to get rid of all these cables," he 
says, pointing to the rubber spaghetti that runs between 
visor, power pack, and processor. "You have an electrical 
field surrounding your body. You can make a signal run 
through it, or send power through it, and do away with wires." 
The group's chaperone, a bespectacled post-hippie virith a skeptical expres- 
sion on his face, nan'ovi/s his eyes. "Wouldn't that be dangerous?" 

"No, the amount of power you're talking about is minimal," counters 
Thad. "It's less than the static electricity you'd get if you were walking 
across a carpet. Less than the background cosmic rays that are hitting 
you right now. In fact, someone calculated that it's less than the electrical 
signals that go on between cells in your body." 

"Forgive me," says the chaperone, "but that's been said about lots 
of things." 

"Well, you're wearing a digital watch, right?" says Thad triumphantly. 
"Uh," says the chaperone, his brow furrowed. "I usually prefer a 
windup." He slumps down in his seat. 

For anyone with a yen for technology (and Japanese companies are 
frequent look-see visitors to the Lab), listening to Thad spin out his 
cyborg vision is infectious. It's the zeal of the self-made expert. He 

believes in this future because 
9 he's made it himself: selected its 

parts, lovingly soldered and 
assembled its elements. He's a 
hacker by choice and proclama- 
tion — a fan of video games and 
science fiction. A tinkerer. A 
nerd traditionalist 

After the demo, the chess kid 
walks up to Thad. With a serious 
expression on his chubby face, 
the boy begins to interrogate him 
on the mechanics of connecting 
a Powerbook Duo to a visor 
interface. The Duo, it seems, can 
run a very good chess program, 
and the kid would like to be able 

to play it — as a cyborg. Thad 
smiles. He gives the kid a quick 
street-tech lesson on making a 
wearable from scratch. 

It's not so farfetched to expect 
that in the not-too-distant future, 
little Bobby Fischer here will be 
a cyborg too. The basics of the 
wearable are tolerably cheap — 
Thad's get-up cost him about 
$3,000 — and don't require a 
Ph.D to put together. Like the 
World Wide Web itself, which 
took cyberspace by storm with- 
out big corporate backing, 
Thad's cyborg vision has the 
potential to change the world, 
one kid at a time. 

Watching Steve eat dinner Is a 

surreal experience. He cuts a 
less-than-suave figure. His 
moves are tentative and studied, 
as he lifts each bite into his field 
of vision, examines it, then 
brings it toward his mouth — 
continued on page 139 







They're currently music' 
prom nent citizens. But, 
wonders Jonathan Ber nstein 
where wi these seven 
superstars be in the year 2015? 





Chris Cornell, age SI 

Chris Cornell will exit Soundgarden after Internal Jealousies 
over the amount of attention lavished on his hair. The world will 
bet on Cornell achieving huge solo success at the expense of 
his former band-mates. Soundgarden will draft the lead singer 
from Candlebox and sell more records than ever before. 

Snoop Doggy Dogg will devote his energies to praising 
The Man Upstairs. He will release an album entitled Dogg 
Spelled Backwards is Ggod, contalnir\g a renunciation of his 
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Snoop Doggy Dogg, ago 44 
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Courtney Love, 




Trent Reznor, age SO 



Tori Amos, age 52 



Michael SOpe, age 55 



previous works entitled "Dr6 Made Me Do It." Dr. Dr6 will publicly denounce 
Snoop. Gunfire will be exchanged. Snoop will once again be arraigned on 
charges of attempted manslaughter Sales of Dogg Spelled Backwards will 
skyrocket. Police will misplace the evidence against Snoop. He will claim 
this is an act of God. 

The compromises required by touring and recording will prove too 
painful for Eddie Vedder. He will withdraw from all aspects of performance, 
inviting fans to send him blank tapes so he can cut out the corporate mid- 
dleman and deliver the fruits of creative process straight to them. He will 
then become paranoid with the notion that magnetic tape is stealing his 
soul. Fans will finally lose patience with him and demand financial remuner- 
ation for their blank tapes. He will volunteer on a suicide hot line. The lonely 
and depressed will t>e unable to get a word in. 

Courtney Love will deliver the most contentious Oscar speech since 
Marlon Brando sent an actress dressed as a Native American to pick up 
his award. Sporting bandaged wrists and smeared makeup, she'll lurch up 
the steps, grab at host Tommy Cruise Jr.'s wrist, stagger towards the 
microphone, pick up her Best Actress award for The Courtney Love Story, 
and bawl "Fuck you. I fucking deserve it. Eat me!" 

For Trent Reznor, 20 years' worth of dark-side exploration will fail to 



expunge the aching void left by the inexplicable suicide of his dog. Fans 
will continue to pack arenas, eager to participate in the Visa-sponsored 
black celebration of a Nine Inch Nails show, even though Reznor will jetti- 
son all remaining flesh-and-blood band members, replacing them with arti- 
ficial-intelligence units. As Reznor advances in years, his death obses- 
sion will disappear, and his videos will feature backward tapes of 
dead dogs returning to life. 

Millions will find spiritual enlightenment from the teachings of cult leader Tori 
Amos. She will pack arenas, delivering seminars on embracing ttie Goddess 
Within. Her acolytes will be recognizable by the way they sit side-saddle. 
Amos will court controversy by publicly stating ttiat she has had sex with God 
and found him to be a cold and ungenerous lover Denounced t>y every reli- 
gious group, she will disappear for several years. Her cult will t>ecome even 
more devoted. Finally, someone who looks like Amos will be spotted play- 
ing "Feelings" in a lounge bar. She will be hailed as the new Messiah. 

Michael Stipe will find that he's lost so much money financing films and 
supporting charities that he has to reunite the long-dormant R.E.M. for one 
last stadium tour By this time. Stipe's recurring hernia problem will require 
him to perform in a truss. The 400-pound Peter Buck will plummet from the 
stage, squashing a group of fans. • 
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Moby, musician 

As humyns we have based our lives on an infrastructure fueled by 
petroleum products. They heat our homes, fuel our cars, bring food 
to our stores, power our military, and more. But petroleum is a finite 
resource, and whether global reserves last another 50 years or 200 
years is irrelevant, because at some point in the near future our 
supply of petroleum will run out. Our use of petroleum products is 
escalating, so it's difficult to estimate how long we'll be able to sustain 
our petroleum infrastructure. Without petroleum our global 
infrastructure will collapse. And with energy policy determined nearly 
entirely by the petroleum industry, it doesn't seem likely that 
alternative energy sources will be taken seriously until grossly after 
the fact. 

J.G. Ballard, uuriter. author of Crash. The 
Dmuuning LUorld. and Empire of the Sun 

I dream of: Dying in a car crash with Madonna. Having sex with Hillary 
Clinton. Appearing in Zapruder frame 313 with Jackie Kennedy Being 
transformed into a TV channel. Detonating a nuclear weapon over 
Disneyland. Having all the whores in Moscow call me on their mobile 
phones. Seeing time make a new beginning. Persuading Neil Armstrong 
to return to Earth. Meeting my younger selves on the virtual-reality 
highways of tomorrow. Being buried under the main runway at London's 
Heathrow Airport. 

Matt Groening, cartoonist, creator of 
The Simpsons 

The world ends when I die. And as far as I'm concerned, the rest of the 
universe might as well call it a day, too. 



The apocalypse is one of those inventions, 
like heaven and hell, that only exist in order 
to manipulate people. I hate apocalyptic 
thinking. It's a way of avoiding responsibil- 
ity, because it frames the future as some- 
thing that's too big for us to do anything 
about. Well, the future is pretty big, but it's 
not that big. It's going to be hard to keep a 
cool head in five years when the big 
odometer in the sky turns over Get a dose 
of the apocalypse now, and get it out of 
your system. -Jaron Lanier 




Simon FairTimony, ll-year-old singer 
for the Stinky Puffs 

These evil guys get into this big war until we've got, like, a world 
war happening. A lot of people die and then scientists start making 
these deadly viruses. They drop these viruses on people and they, 
like, start killing all these people. There are no more people left and 
the circle of life can never be reborn again, so the earth just dies 
and stuff until, like, all these volcanoes start erupting and stuff, and 
then the world looks funny A lot of people say it's gonna happen in 
1997. But I'd say the year 3000 or something like that, 3097. 

|S/1attheuu Smeet, musician 

It's egotistical of mankind to think it's going to destroy the world. We 
could have massive nuclear wars and the Earth would still survive. 
And in one or two million years, it would be back to normal. As much 
as we might build a lot of cities, nature just grows right over them. 
Deeper than anything, humans have the will to survive. But we 
won't do anything about it until we have to. I just can't believe 
everybody doesn't want everything to be nice and good. 

Gordon IMicinael Scaliion, 
futurist, publisher of the IMatrix 
Institute's Earth Changes report 

The good news is there will still be people on the planet in the year 2010. 
The k)ad nev« is that, according to my predictions, the 1989 San Francisco 

earthquake initiated a 
series of gradually in- 
creasing events. Between 
1995 and 1997 the whole 
world will begin to alter 
in terms of weather, 
population, and especially 
geography I foresaw the 
return of the dust bowls and 
massive earthquakes on 
the West Coast, and it looks 
like those have begun. But 
those are small compared 
to what I'm seeing now: If 
we were to take a snapshot 
of the earth in the year 
2001, which is when I 
believe most of these 
cataclysmic changes will be 
complete, what will happen 
between now and 1998 will 
be megachanges, while I 
would call what happens 
between 1998 and 2001 supermegachanges. Brand new lands will emerge 
out of the ocean and other lands will literally sink. The Earth's weather- 
pattern system will change — places that were frigid will become temperate. 
We will find that some parts of the world will fare very well and other parts 
of the world unfortunately will not. But my visions indicate that life continues. 



Rnn Magnuson, musician/actor 

As much as I would like to see the Apocalypse rain down in a fiery blaze of 
divine retribution, I fear the end will be neither as spectacular nor as 
rapturous as promised in Revelation. Nor will it be a petrol-worshipping 
wasteland full of filthy busty babes and hunky amphibious road warriors. 
The near future will look pretty much like the present except the landscape 
will be cluttered with more vinyl-sided subdivisions and practically everyone 
will be dead — thanks not to terrorists wielding black-market nuclear 
warheads, or crustacean-like aliens invading from galaxies beyond, but rather 
to those homegrown viruses that have been waiting in the wings for millennia 
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Who will feed the world in 2025? 

The Image is a familiar one. An emaciated child stares weakly 
from behind an empty rice bowl, his belly swollen, his arms and legs 
crowded with flies. We're told by news reports that this week s 
famine poster child is starving in Somalia, Ethiopia, or some 
other forgotten corner of the world, easing our collective anxiety 
by confining mass starvation to countries most people couldn't 
find on a map. But in the next century, the starving millions could 
become starving billions as world-wide famine breaks out due to 
the largest population explosion the world has ever seen. 

According to the latest estimates from the WorldWatch Insti- 
tute, the world's population will reach a staggering eight billion by 
the year 2025. To grasp the size of this growth spurt, consider 
that over the next 30 years, we'll add a billion people to the earth 
every decade, while the Earth's population didn't even total one 
billion until the 1700s. Developing countries will grow as if on 
steroids: India's population will shoot up from 853 million to 
I around 1.3 billion: China's will hit 1.5 billion: and Pakistan, 
> Indonesia and Brazil could all have nearly 300 million people. 
So where will the food come to feed two-to-three billion new 
mouths? Already we have a widening gap between global food 
consumption and world production, leaving 500 million people a 
day seriously undernourished, and with grain production falling off 
world-wide, it's clear this shortage is here to stay. The U.S., the 
world's main supplier of grain, will be hard pressed to pump up its 
meager grain surplus when it faces drastically eroding croplands 
and 75 million more people of its own. And with population giants 
like China, India, and the African continent needing to import far 
more grain than the world can supply, the grim reality is that there 
simply will not be enough food to support the world's population. 
Its likely that between 2025 and 2050, more than two billion peo- 
ple will starve to death. Major famines will break out in India, 
Central America, Africa, and parts of South America and China, 
tiringing with them an aftershock of mass disease, migration, 
and regional conflict. 

Some experts believe the only way we can prevent such a 
catastrophe is by taking immediate steps to improve the 
world's infrastructure. Dr Michael McDonald, director of 
Health and Telecommunications at the Koop Foundation, 
puts his faith in world community programs that examine a 
region's political, economic, and social health and diagnose 
possible crises before they grow into epidemics. As a result, 
Kenya has cut its birthrate in half; in China, enforced abor- 
tions have helped stabilize the population; and Israel is mak- 
ing more efficient use of 
water in a virtual desert. 
"We're already seeing 
major shifts in the world's 
thinking," McDonald says. 
"Certain regions in coun- 
tries like India are slowing 
population growth and 
moving to information- 
based economies. This 
helps sustain their popu- 
lations more efficiently 
into the future." 

It's too early to say 
whether adaptability 
upgrades like these can 
wholly avert the disas- 
ters that lie ahead. But 
right now, it may t>e our 
only hope. l.c. smith 
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for their piece of the pie. Be it Elxjia, l\/larburg, or good ol' HIV, Mother Earth 
will finally retaliate and destroy all but a fraction of the population. But 
don't despair Thanks to the National Rifle Association, there will be enough 
firearms available so every man, woman, and child will have ample 
opportunity to blow their brains out before their internal organs turn to mush. 

Pat Cadigan, uuritEf, author 
□f Synners and Fools 

Summer becomes hazardous and then toxic as temperatures soar into the 
100s in July Crop and farmworkers fry in the fields. Cities shut down 
because internal-combustion engines in cars, lawnmowers, buses, 
motorcycles, etc., contribute to ozone pollution on the ground. Heat 
inversion layers produce severe weather in the areas around them so that 
whatever isn't broiling is flooded and/or blown away Transportation moves 
underground. People try to follow, but the homeless living in subways object 
to being displaced and a 
strange kind of guerrilla war 
breaks out between the 
surface dwellers, who now 
want shelter from the sun, 
and the subway denizens. 
"Any public or private 
building, commercial or 
residential, that has a 
fallout shelter left over 
from the Cold War 
becomes desirable. Live- 
stock as well as crops are 
wiped out. When the 
canned goods go, people 
begin eating each other. 
Kuru epidemics break 
out, along with other 
diseases. Winters are 
more like spring used 
to be. Few people are 
left now. Famines 
produce more can- 
nibalism. Eventually, winter isn't cold enough; everything and everyone 
is cooked. The roads have melted. The metal of cars and bridges glows 
with heat even after dark, but there is no one to see it. 




Carla Bozulich. singer/guitarist, 
Geraldine Fibbers 

On the day the giant flying undertaker rolled up to cart away another 
tired old whore, there was a tranquil stillness among the bloodsucking 
dolls who ate and fucked in the ever-expanding holes riddling her 
threadbare wrap. A million little plans dropped like a full ashtray off the 
balcony of a fine hotel — multitudes of self-important conspiracies 
foiled. Away she went: mother-sucked and starved to the gills. No 
ceremony — no eye with life enough to cry A small history swallowed 
itself tail-first until the very mouth was gone. Finally there was nothing 
left to die, save an indifferent space in a hatching sky 

Gerald Barney, millennialist, 
founder of the Millennium Institute 

I see the energy of the year 2000 accelerating the human turn toward 
a peaceful and sustainable new era. The growing Millennium Alliance 
of environmental, peace, human rights, and civil-society 
organizations, along with businesses and faiths, is a grass-roots 
movement for constructive change. My generation must listen to the 
dreams of our children for their century. Then we must die to our old 
twentieth-century ways of thinking and being and step boldly across 
the millennial divide to join in partnership with our children as they 
work to face challenges and fulfill their dreams. If we can, 2000 will 
be remembered forever If we can't, it won't be remembered at all. 



Scientists claim that human 
sperm has become less 
prolific and less potent. And 
you were worried about tight 
underwear 



Call It the "little bang" theory. Recent studies by doc- 
tors specializing in human reproduction suggest our 
spawning days could be numbered. In one study, a 
team of Danish scientists scrutinized a half-century's 
worth of information on human semen and concluded 
that between 1940 and 1990 the amount of sperm 
released in a typical ejaculatory discharge had dropped 
mysteriously and precipitously — by almost half. 

While no one knows why, some believe that envi- 
ronmental contaminants (e.g., chemical pollutants 
that act like estrogen in the male body) may trigger 
the phenomenon. A French study, published last Feb- 
ruary in The New England Journal of Medicine, 
seemed to confirm the Danish team's findings — and 
then added insult to injury. "During the past 20 
years," the scientists wrote, "there has been a 
decline in the concentration and motility of sperm 
and in the percentage of morphologically normal 
spermatozoa in fertile men." Meaning that not only 
have our little fellers dwindled in number, they're 
also ugly and they can't swim straight. 

Could this spell the end of the human race — not 
through some global disaster or deadly pandemic 
but through simply not being born? Probably not. 
Some doctors have argued that these studies suf- 
fer from a flawed methodology. Others note that 
even if sperm counts have tieen declining, overall 
fertility rates have 
remained stable and birth 
rates have risen in a more 
or less predictable man- 
ner over recent decades. 
Still, the numbers are 
alarming, and no one has 
tjeen able to explain the 
drastic decline. As Dr. L. 
Earl Gray, a biologist with 





ii icjr to TV, wi ly, loll iiitii, 

just speculate over 
methodological prot>- 
lems." Until then, follow 
the lead set by our fertile 
President: Wear boxers. 

JEFF TURRENTINE 
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Wfaron Lanier. Scientist, Composer, 
Musician. He transformed the 
body through Virtual Reality. 
Now he does the same through 
musical instruments. 



The familiar - Piano, Saxophone 
and Violin meet the less familiar - 
Chaen, Gu Zchvng, Suling an 





lear fhe ensemble counterpoint 
of "Medieval American Open 
Sky" or the improvisotion of 
^''ientimen. and Strut," ' Ihe 
Breath of the Earth," and 
"Circular Saw." 
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"Instruments of Change" - The 
lonff awaited, aroustic music disc 
from the Virtual Reality pioneer 
Jaron Lanier. 
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George Clinton, musician 

The apocalypse is like when a lot of shit hits the fan at the same time, and the 
world as we Icnow it will change — not the end of the world, but only as we know 
it. One of the guys in the band, his father could never believe we got on a 
plane. He would say to us, "If I believe that, then I got to go crazy" He didn't 
realize how much he was holding his sanity together by not believing 
that. The future is gonna be so deep we won't have no kind of explanations for it. 
If we ain't ready for understanding, then we'll go insane. 

Terence McKenna, ethnobotanist, author of 
The Rrchaic Revival and True Hallucinations 

Angle of regard is key to understanding the Great Unraveling. The linear 
corporate printhead thoroughly addicted to the nostrums of post-industrial 
hierarchy and national models will simply assume that the shit storm at the end of 
history is upon us. From his point of view, that is probably quite true. The 
post-print techno rave take, however, is quite different. Eccentricity as well as 
sexual and intellectual diversity are thriving as never before. In fact, ultra- 
diversity seems endemic in the recesses of cyberspace. The trance-dance 
techno tribe is straining toward Archaic Revival art in the service of community. 
This new art will run in a global, high-bandwidth environment at the speed of 
thought: in short, a virtual millennial paradise, the happy-face flip side of the 
consumer-chic apocalyptic vision. I cast myself with this latter crowd but see the 
boundary-dissolving World Wide Web and the new pharmacological tribalism as 
only the tip of a larger iceberg. As boundaries dissolve, as the planet's best minds 
find each other, as the world's best ideas come to be known and modeled, the 
rate of advancement into novelty (in the form of ever-clearer technological mirrors 
of our collective soul) is speeding toward a nearby future in which we will 
not recognize ourselves. It is the feedback from that fate — both fear and 
fascination with the unknown — that is making our sense of an impending 

apocalypse so complex. 



Daniel Johns, 

singer/guitarist, 

Sllverchair 

I've got no idea if the world 
itself will come to an end, but 
when the human race dies a 
new way of life will begin and 
llamas will take over 



Joe Franlclln, 
legendary 
talk-shouj host 

The end of the world will 
come on the opening night 
of the 200th sequel of Star 
Wars, on which occasion 
everyone will drop dead of 
boredom. If that doesn't kill everyone off, then the world will end when all 
the boom boxes playing rap music simultaneously turn up to the loudest 
volume, at which time the world will instantaneously shatter into five hundred 
million fragments. 



Les Clay pool, singer/bassist. 
Primus 

I see humans as parasites slowly devouring the waters, the air, and the ground 
upon which we stand. As a guy who's been on the planet for about thirty years, 
I've always been a fairly outdoorsy person; I fish and scuba dive a lot, and 
I've seen things change drastically It seems we're getting strange weather 
patterns that could theoretically be blamed upon the greenhouse effect. I get the 
feeling nature's going to come along and fix it for us, whether it's an early ice 
age or whatever 
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Put your pedal to the metal, 'cause the pack don't wait for Sunday drivers. 



Swervin', curvin', movin' and groovin'. That's what Virtual Karts'" Is all about. 
Shoot through a series of serpentine speedways. Go bumper to bumper 
with the tyrants of the track. And if you've got the drive, capture the checkered flag. 
No matter which road you choose, it's the most fun you can have 
I with your butt four inches off the ground! 
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Kate Schellenbach. drummer, 
Luscious Jackson 

The thing I fear most is losing my apartment. Your happiness and 
creativity in New York City is based on how nice your apartment is. I 
worry about the rent going up like six thousand percent, or the building 
falling down, or any one of the many possitile disasters that can 
happen here.That would be the end of my world. 

Neil Postman, chair, Department of 
Culture and Communication, Nem York 
University; author of The End of Education 

An Irishman, an Italian, and a Jew are discussing how they would wish to 
die when their time comes. The Irishman says, "I'd like it to happen while 
I'm at wori<. Fast, suddenly, no fuss, no bother" The Italian says, "Not me. 
I want time to prepare, to get everything in order" The Jew says, "Well, as 
for me, I'd like to get very sick, and sicker and sicker, and then at the end I 
should get better" This is exactly the way I want the world to end: We 
should become crazier and more violent and indifferent, driven half-mad 
by pointless information and uncontrolled technology And then, when it 
looks like the end, we should come to our senses. 

John Marr. uuriter, creator of 
Murder Can Be Fun 

The Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse — War, Famine, Pestilence, and 
Conquest — are like the Beatles: Everyone has a favorite. Thanks to AIDS 
and Ebola, Pestilence is hot right now. For the population-bomb folks. 
Famine will always be number one. And does anyone rememt>er the Cold 
War arms race, when apocalypse was just a button-push away? But dooms- 
days never live up to their clippings. What will do us in is the Fifth Horse- 
man: Boredom. If all life 
holds is another trip to 
the mall, survival might 
not be worth the trouble. 
When the world ends it 
will be not with a whim- 
per but with a yawn. 

Paula 

Poundstone, 
comedian 

I don't want to bum any- 
body out, but I see no 
reason to believe that we 
are not at least at the 
middle of the end of the 
world right now. Lots of 
people watch those day- 
time talk shows, and Bay- 
watch is popular world- 
wide. I would hope it's not 
>gjf J- o'J'' shiny new beginning. I 

. . know everyone is expecting 

the world's end to be cataclysmic. Nah. It'll peter out slowly, and moments 
before it rolls to an absolute stop, I'll get a starring role in a clever comedy film 
and a really good parking space at the audition. 

Beavis and Butt-head 

Beavis: I learned about this in Sunday School once. When the world ends 
there's going to be some whores. Yeah, heh heh. 

Butt-head: Yeah, the Four Whores of the Apopsicle, huh huh huh. It'll be cool. 
Beavis: Yeah, and then there's gonna be some FIRE! I'm gonna score with four 
whores at the same time and then there's gonna be FIRE! WHORES AND FIRE!!! 
Butt-head: Yeah, it's gonna rule! And then I think Hell is gonna freeze over or 
something. And then there's some bugs too or something. The Apopalicks rules! 
Huh huh huh huh.» 
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a swirling ride 
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A DOOM OF 
ONeS OWN 

Just when you thought it was safe to live 
on planet Earth, science's top prophets 
predict that a well-placed asteroid could 
spell the er ' 




The explosion would have been spectacular, like trillions of tons of 
dynamite or millions of Hiroshimas. Had the comet that slammed into 
Jupiter last year landed in the Atlantic Ocean, "New York would have 
been either toast or soup," shrugs Gregory Canavan, an astrophysicist at 
Los Alamos National Latioratory 

For five decades one doomsday scenario was dominant: global ther- 
monuclear warfare. But since the end of the Cold War, death by asteroid 
has become the apocalypse of choice, with the nuclear warriors them- 
selves emerging as the great apostles of asteroidal extinction, in no 
small part because their job security rests on finding new tricks for old 
nukes. As John Pike, director of the Federation of American Scientists' 
Space Policy Project, puts it: "I'd rather have these guys worrying about 
planetary defense than out lobbying for Star Wars." 

Apocalypse via asteroid or comet has been widely feared since 1980, 
when it was postulated that the dinosaurs died after a massive asteroid 
strike. (It's now generally accepted that their extinction 65 million years 
ago was the work of a six-mile-wide heavenly body that gouged a 150- 
mile-wide crater off the Yucatan peninsula.) A group of NASA scientists 
estimates that an asteroid or comet the width of five football fields 
smashes into the earth every 60,000 years. Every 300,000 years or so, an 
even bigger cosmic killer explodes with the force of up to 100 billion tons 
of TNT, zapping the ozone layer and darkening the skies. The big one, the 
great global inferno, is estimated to hit once every two million years. 

Earlier this year, astronomers, geologists, and weapons scientists gath- 
ered for a "planetary defense workshop" to figure out how to prevent 
death by asteroids. Legendary nuclear scientist Lowell Wood and his 
guru, hydrogen-bomb inventor Edward Teller, have dreamed up a giant 
Veg-O-Matic of an asteroid blaster, a lattice-framed cage that would be 
sent into space. Polished metal projectiles would be tethered together by 
something akin to fishing line. Smashing an asteroid head on, the net 
would slice the rock into harmless fragments, like 
"a very-large-scale cheese knife," as Wood describes it. 

Observers from all over the political and scientific spectrum, including 
Carl Sagan and University of Maryland physics professor Robert Park, 
have scoffed at such doomsday defense schemes. Park fumes that this 
looks "like a bunch of bomb-builders threatened with unemployment and 

seeking to whip up a 
problem that may not 
exist." He may be right. 
Nevertheless, famed 
astronomer Eugene 
Shoemaker recently 
implored Congress to 
fund a telescope search 
for killer asteroids. The 
price tag: just $3 million to 
$5 million a year for 10 
years, compared with the 
S100 million annual cost of 
a full-blast doomsday 
defense. Congress willing, 
the great asteroid hunt could 
begin as soon 
as 1996. 

JONATHAN WEISMAN 



SPIN 85 







^ THE BLACK CROWES 

'*^ Rainy Day Women #12 & 35 



CYPRESS HILL 

I Wanna Get High 

ZieGY MARLEY AND 
THE MELODY MAKERS 

In The Flow 

BLUES TRAVELER 

Want To Take You Higher 

GOV'T MULE 

Don't Step On The Grass, Sam 

IAN MOORE 

Champagne & Reefer 

SACRED REICH 

Sweet Leaf.-^» ^tp* 

Who's Got The He'rV?* ' • 
^ HATER ' A" 

—eonvrTcter^'^ 

> OAVU) PEEL AMD THE SBO'^-" - 

r^ "'j, I Like Marijuana, "i,', 

' ^ -.THE SCREAMIN' 

CHEETAH WHEELIES: *J 

High Time We W^- - -.-•^ 

■ \. . ' ' HIGH rWEUTY'^'^C':: 

Smokin' Cheeba Cheeba ' 

R4GING SLAB - 

Pot Head Pixies 

-i,. SUBLIME. \i.;r 

. ,^'T.egalize It.- v- r 

" GUS 

^tl'^ - "HoiRegrov/ir T- '^: 

DRIVIMH' CRYIM^^^-'l" 

Too Rolling Stoned'' ^ 

WIDESPREAD PAN[« 



—I 



And It Staffed Mei 



Ancdbumtobenefiitthe^ 
■ National Or^nizanonto-' 
Jkjorm Manjiwm Ldm 



. v.- 



''^ 7- availible-Septembffr 26 

-'freedom is normfT^"^ 



^ OI995 Capricorn Recofdl 



.CAPRICORN W£B SITF>" 
http://www,capri.corn*i 



Cci 




bell hooks: Working-class people of color whom I've talked 
with fear that virtual reality will be just another space of 
colonization. It strike* me how radically different you are, 
Jaron, from the prototypical Image most people have of 
the nerdy white man behind the computers, the type who 
will have access. 

Jaron Lanier: Well, there's an important distinction to be made 
between the people who create and conceive technology and the 
people who try to exploit It. One of the things I've seen quite a lot 
lately is politicians talking about information technology as the 
savior of America's economic future. It's the one thing that Repub- 
licans and Democrats can both rally behind, to say they support 
technology. I'm thinking of people like Al Gore and Newt Gingrich. 
There you have these two people who are opposed on most 
things, but they both love the Internet. And I think it's great to have 
things that everybody can love. As long as baseball's screwed up, 
we might as well love the Internet. But there's a real problem in 
the way that Gingrich loves the Internet, because on the one hand 
he says that he loves this thing for economic, political, and social 
reasons, and on the other hand he supports an ideal of a mono- 
lithic American Civilization. If you support that idea of a single cul- 
ture, you can't love the Internet. It's impossible. Those ideas are in 



direct contradiction, and he doesn't realize that. If he tries to con- 
trol American culture and stuff it into his mold, as many people in 
American politics want do to right now, he will destroy American 
creativity and our software and information industries. He will 
destroy that part of the economy. So aside from ethical and cul- 
tural arguments, there's a solid, economic argument for why this 
business of a single American idea of civilization is unacceptabia 
Let me tell you one thing that really pisses me off. Think at>out 
how pervasive television is, and even more specifically, about 
video game machines. I've been in places in the world where 
people didn't have enough to eat, but they still had access to 
television and Nintendo. Now if you put a Nintendo on a table, 
and you put a Macintosh next to it, from a pure technological 
point of view, or from a cost of parts point of view, there's not that 
much difference. And yet the real computer costs ten times more 
than Nintendo. And so I have a big problem with that. The prob- 
lem is not that there's a legitimate, restrictive economic price to 
access, the problem is that access is being marketed in a certain 
way economically. 

I don't think we know as much about wlio uses computers as 
we think. For example, my sister, who is on welfare, is much 
more engaged with computers and the Internet than I am. 

I want to tell you the story of Alan Turing. Turing is one of the 
inventors of what computers are, both technically and culturally. 
He was a great English hero in World War II. He broke a Nazi 
secret code, and most historians believe that he helped save 
England from destruction. He wrote key papers that have 
become the basis of most computer culture — he's probably its 
single most influential thinker. He invented the idea of artificial 
intelligence. It turns out Turing was gay, and even though he was 
a great war hero the British government forced him to undergo a 
quack medical treatment for homosexuality, in which he was 

continued on page 140 
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i4 I 'm a total mutant mongrel," Tricky says, the way you might say "I'm 
I Jewish," or "I'm Asian," or "I'm from Minnesota." Mongrelism, the 
I category that destroys all others, is the essence of this 27-year-old 
son of a mixed-race Bristol family, whose musical idols are the Specials, 
Kate Bush, Rakim, and Prince: who likes to put on a dress and cruise for 
girls; and who's cultivating a strain of music that not only goes tieyond any 
musical genre you can think of, but derails the process of even making 
such distinctions. 

Maxinquaye, the revolutionary album that made Tricky and teen 
chanteuse Martine the faces of young London this year, breeds elements of 
hip-hop, dub, sleepy English pop. Northern soul, ambient, and whatever else 
your sensitive ear and musical memory can pick up, birthing a sound that 
resembles all and none of its parents. Beyond its oft-discussed dystopian 
mood and lewd lyrics, what makes Maxinquaye more than this year's model 
is the way its mulatto realities disintegrate the barriers that confine so 
much of today's pop. Tricky, the post-colonial heir to pop's black diaspora, 
gets high on the same kind of reckless line-crossing that inspired 
rock'n'roll in the first place. 

For Tricky, composing a tune is a process of hybridization. He creates a 
sound-bed, its layers like earth, Into which he or Martine or whatever 
singer he's working with will eventually sink vocals. "I don't try to make a 
song." he says. "I don't use big sounds or melodies. I use samples not as 
samples: I'll take a drum sound and recreate it through a sample, or play it 
on the keyboards." Running all his instruments through the keyboards, 
Tricky takes hip-hop's collage techniques to the next step — he smears his 
fragments with bits of his own psychic blood. Bjork, who collaborated with 
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I decade ago, Trina Shoemaker 
moved to Los Angeles seeking a 
career in music. She had a bet- 
ter chance of making it as a female 
rock star — even in those pre-Courtney 
days — than in the field she had chosen: 
studio engineering and production. Five years as a secretary at Capitol 
Records got her no closer to the in-house studio than the parking lot. In 
desperation, she began educating herself. Musician friends helped, as did a 
month of electronics class ("I felt ridiculous, 'cause I was a grown woman and 
there were all these 18-year-old guys"). Further impetus and advice came from 
an opportune meeting with Susan Rogers — Prince's longtime engineer and 
one of a handful of women making a living in record production, then or now. 

House engineer at New Orleans' Kingsway Studio since 1992, Shoe- 
maker vows she'd return the favor to any woman seeking career counseling: 
"I would say what Susan Rogers said to me: 'I will help you because you are 
a woman, and you seem smart and committed.' Because there need to be 
more women. Because I feel isolated." Among female techies, that sense of 
embattled marginality is common — the number of women involved with stu- 
dio recording, live sound, and DJing has been increasing slowly, if at all. 

At 30. Shoemaker has started to crack the last glass ceiling of her pro- 
fession: becoming the producer, the person that tells the techies what to 
do. It's here that the engineer of Throwing Muses' self-produced University 
has noticed the most overt sexual discrimination. "Sometimes I do feel that 



Tricky on her album Posf, and 
who appears on his upcom- 
ing album Nearly God, raves: 
"Tricky is probably the most 
spontaneous music person 
I've met. That is very smitten- 
ing. Affects you on a cre- 
ative/unconventional level, not 
on an artificial/musical one." 

"I don't even think about genre divisions," says Tricky, spitting at the label 
"trip-hop," which supposedly includes him, Bjork, Tricky's former group Mas- 
sive Attack, and fellow Bristolians Portishead. Wearty God features vocalists 
from every edge of England's music scene: Damon Albarn from Blur, Specials 
singer Terry Hall, dance diva Alison Moyet, Bjork. and, of course. Tricky and 
Martine. Those two's morph of Slick Rick's "Children's Hour" follows up the 
Maxinquaye cover of Public Enemy's "Black Steel in the Hour of Chaos"— a 
defiant female voice updating the preaching tones of Chuck D for an era when 
a woman's interior musings can have as much impact as a man's shout. 

Tricky's androgynous demeanor and sly rapping style has nothing to do 
with the destructive, closed-minded machismo that often defeats rockers 
and rappers alike. "I've seen my granny have a fistfight in the middle of the 
street," he says. "The question I'd ask a man is. can you act macho in a 
dress? If you can survive in a dress, you're a tough guy. " As we move into a 
century when, as the science-fiction prophets speculate, there might be 
eight or nine genders and a million or no races, it's this kind of slippage that 
makes Tricky the twenty-first century man. ann powers 



^ the 'chick factor' comes into play," she says, "now that I'm up against 
stiffer competition for actual records." "It takes time," muses occasional 
producer Joan Jett, "to build up some sort of reputation individually and 
collectively as women — that 'Hey, here we are, and we can do this too, and 
we're a force to l>e reckoned with.' " 

Now a Los Angeles-based free-lance producer, Susan Rogers notes 
that another significant obstacle is the recording business's rigorous 
apprentice system, where promotion has as much do with connections as 
with skills. An engineer recommends his favorite assistant for jobs he hasn't 
time for, thereby pulling that person up to the next level: Rogers doubts 
most male engineers see their successors — "the next me " — in female 
assistants. And working as a studio second gets old. "I did spend a lot of 
time working for free," recalls Tool/Green Jelly producer Sylvia Massy. 
"And at least six years just barely scraping by." 

Still, for the 39-year-old Rogers the payoff is obvious. "We are musicians 
in our own right. We're playing the console and the tape machine and the 
microphones." Or as Liz Phair/Breeders live sound engineer Deanne 
Franklin gushes, "Imagine listening to your favorite record and being able 
to change it sonically however you want. If you want that low end to move 
your intestines, you can do that." Given such enthusiasm and determina- 
tion, "women in tech" may well become the tired clich6 that "women in 
rock" became in the early '90s. terri sutton 
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They say attitude is everytiiing. And Plymoutii Neon's got attitude in spades — in two fun flavors: 
Neon Sedan and Neon Coupe, e if you've got a Iticlt-bacit-and-relax attitude, no sweat. Neon 
Sedan offers comfy seating for you and four more. • If you're more the get-up-and-go 
type, try Neon Coupe. Corralled under Neon's aerodynamic hood are 132 kicking horses.N^^r^'S 



Hi. 







Plymouth Neon Sodan. 
Staithig at *SO,SOO: 



Plymouth Noon Exprosso. 
NIcoly oqulppod »12, lOOT 



Or try the optional 150-horse power plant.* 
It's like a stampede. ■ And in either flavor, Plymouth Neon has tons of safety features.* So 
whether your attitude is a friendly HI or a resounding YOl, Neon's the one for fun. Make that 
two — sedan and coupe. For lots more really good stuff on Plymouth Neon, give us a yo at 
l-SOO-PLYIMOUTH 'jS^ or surf by on the World Wide Web at http://www.plymouthcars.com. 



Piymowth Noon 




'Base MSKPs with destination fee. Tax extra. Actual prices vary. Sedan shown '12.700. 'Achieved with premium unleaded fuel. 




Jamming a Beijing boogie. 




venue for live music— a haven 
where Chinese rockers, artists, 



and hipsters mix with the for 
eigners who have flocked to 
• ■ ! . • 1 ' r of the mod 
grooving to 
the sounds of local rock acts 
like the all-female Cobra and 
teenage punk-rockers Catcher in the Rye. So far. the club has been able to 
evade suppression at the hands of the Public Security Bureau. According 
to Josh Green, one of Poachers' English managers, its location smack i> 
the middle of Beijing's embassy district is key: "The PSB see this as a for 
eign area, so they don't bother to shut us down." 

Yet it's Poachers that's sorting out foreign Influences in Chinese terms 
At garish megadlscos like Nightman, the wild and unregulated scramble for 
wealth that characterizes the new China finds its nightlife reflection. Joan 
Jett's "I Hate Myself For Loving You" rubs shoulders with techno and reg- 
gae tracks. A singer takes the stage to belt out a sappy Hong Kong pop 
song. Break-dancers perform to Run-D.M.C. Poachers is no less reflectivi 
of Western culture, but there's a tongue-in-cheek knowingness to the bor 
rowings that go on here. A recent "seventies night" saw a local blues band 



It^oreover, the club is one of the few places where Beijing musicians can 
hear and experiment with new and innovative sounds. John Zorn brought 
his avant-industrial jazz here on a recent Asian tour. And every Thursday 
t the pioneers of the Chinese rock scene — routinely banned from per- 
ing in the capital — come to work out their own distinct brand of Chi- 
e acid jazz. People like Cui Jian, saxophonist Liu Yuan, and maverick 
punk-rocker He Yong take the stage on an Informal basis and. in He's 
words, "just jam." When everything clicks, they churn out an Improvisa- 
tional free-for-all of postbop riffs, punk licks, and Impromptu raps In Beijing 
street dialect 

Can a scene like Poachers weather China's entry into the circuit of multi- 
national capitalism? Already, the club's mind-blowing musical fusions have 
found their way onto Cui Jian's latest album. Eggs Under A Red Flag, which 
has sold an estimated one million copies throughout China. Bands inspired 
by the Beijing scene have begun to spring up in far-flung regions like Yun- 
nan, Xinjiang, and Inner Mongolia, creating previously unimagined hybrids 
of rock, reggae, and the traditional music of China's minority cultures. 
These experiments may well yield a distinctly Chinese answer to a question 
faced by many cultures in this era of transnational information and global 
MTV how to create vital new music and hold onto an identity of one's own 
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out — k.d. lang beat her by about a year, and other important, though 
less iconic, pop figures lIKe Erasure's Andy Bell had been out long 
before. But where lang teased her audiences in concert— "It's time I told 
you all, the rumors are true; I am a L-L-L-Lawronce Welk fan" — Elheridge's 
fourth record came with a title more blunt than any pop star had dared in 
the past; yes /Am. 

Anyone who has ever seen old concert footage of Queen knows that 
queer stadium rock is nothing new. But openly queer stadium rock is. Witti 
sales quickly reaching the four-million mark, approximately four times more 
than Etheridge's three prior records sold, Yes I Am blew the lid off the age- 
old argument that mainstream audiences won't t>uy from gay artists. Lang, 
whose platinum record Ingenue brought her a Grammy award, says: 'The 
fact that Melissa's record did so good makes it okay for the straight peopit 
in her audience to pat themselves on the tiack. because they're being open 
They're going — and I'm talking like a football player here — 'Yeah, Melissa 
■ff shels a lesbian. She rocks out' " 
Top-shelf artists have no problem making records as out gay people — 
add to the above list the Indigo Girls, Elton John, and Boy George, all of 
whom, it should t>e noted. 



have typically shied away 
from male or female pro 



nouns in their love songs. 



•Companies will gener 
ally do what flies with the 



public," explains Howie 
Klein, the openly gay 



president of Reprise Records. "They might look at the charts and say. 'Look 
at k.d. lang: She came out and she sold a couple million records. Maybe we 
ought to get ourselves a gay artist.' It's the same way someone sees any 
trend happening, like punk rock." 

The idea that Yes I Ant or Ingenue sold millions because the artists who 
made them came out is certainly questionable: The albums were the best 
Etheridge and lang had ever recorded. Still, beyond a failure to produce 
good, accessible albums, why are there no major fully out gay male pop 
stars? (Pansy Division opening a tour for Green Day isn't quite the samu 
thing.) Are lesbians, particularly those who aren't terribly politicized, less 
threatening to the sexual identities of straight male radio programmers, the 
ones who leapt to play Jill Sobule's "I Kissed A Girl"? 

Long before any coming out ' trend,' Phranc was billing herself as "the 
all-Amerlcan Jewish lesbian folksinger." She remains optimistic about the 
future of queers in music, but cautious. "Melissa's coming out has definitely 
nee — she's a role model for gay and lesbian youth. But only 
e will tell. The media rushes to say that whenever a couple 
of people come out, the hurdle has been leapt over, and now 
we have no problems. The fact is, everybody does their part. I 
think that it's a step in the right direction, but it's a long road." 
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Pansy Division: Next year's arena rock? 
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Cyberspace is rapidly becoming a web of sound. A few clicks from the 
Web's Yahoo Information Center you'll find Salty and Delicious, an 
e-zine (online fanzine) self-described as "a groovy little number from 
the indie/punk/DlY community in Western Australia. " In a matter of minutes 
you can zig and zag through a highly personalized array of zines, mani- 
festos, and music that presents a far-flung, tech-based challenge to the 
corporate stranglehold on pop music. Click again and you can explore the 
Michigan State site NrrrdTech — passionately dedicated to punk and 
cybertech, and reeking with a zealous "live free or die" approach to First 
Amendment issues, most particulary freedom on the Net. The zine also 
offers an array of music to freely sample, including songs by Born Against, 
Combustible Edison, and Jawbreaker. 

Music-related Web links sooner or later lead to lUMA, the pioneering 
Internet Underground Music Archives. The bottom line of lUMA's multifac- 
eted Web site is a rapidly growing library of songs submitted by indie and 
unsigned bands around the globe. For a small fee, lUMA uploads the 
music and makes it available to any and all. As lUMA's co-founder, Rob 
Lord — an elder at 25 — matter-of-factly explains, "The Web levels the play- 
ing field between all comers. Corporate music moves in million-dollar foot- 
steps, and has no real idea what to do with this. Someday, a Madonna or a 
Sting is going to decide they don't need their record company. They'll 
record an album, put it on the Net, and sell it there. Don't be fixed on music 
on CDs. That's not how you'll get it in the future. Computers will be totally 
media savvy, handling everything from music and video to your telephone- 
answering chores. Geeks are coding for the next music industry right now." 

Wired-in musicians have begun adding a creative jolt to downloaded 
tapes with a personal remix, uploading the results and passing the product 
along. Multimedia companies like Voyager and Ryko are using link-based 
technology synchronized to already-existing triggers on standard music 
CDs that provides text and video enhancement to albums. The question is 
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not whether things 
are changing, it's 
how fast. 

Still, there are 

important Issues of access to consider: Who, in a society increasingly 
divided along class lines, can afford the equipment necessary to get online in 
the first place? Is the explosive energy to be found on the Net anarchy in action 
or small-scale capitalism? How does technology ensure the wired congre- 
gation sanctuary from government clampdowns or corporate co-optation? 

There is, to be sure, some justice — or revenge, if you will — in Wet>-rock. 
This time around, the future of rock'n'roll won't be discovered in Seattle or 
Asbury Park. You'll have to visit your local nrrrd house — the one with 
twenty phone lines and the eerie glow of monitor lighting — if you want to 
catch a glimpse of tomorrow. j.h. tompkins 

NrrrdTech: http:llwww. etext. orglZinesllntrrr. Nrrrdlintrrr. html 

Salty and Delicious: http:llmultiline.com.aul~langhamlchapterlsalty.html 

Yahoo Info: http:llwww.yahoo.coml 

lUMA: http:llwww.iuma. comllUMAIindex_graphic.html 
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sex IS as 
gut the 
divines 



No matter what technological Babels we build, whether we taKe on 

new surgically constructed genders or get hooked on llbldo-enhancing pills 
and silicone orgasmatrons, some things will never change. We'll still have 
to live with a few demanding erogenous zones, we'll still mostly Imagine 
our way to physical pleasure, and in bed we'll still get what we give. If 
there's a nuclear holocaust, the few decrepit humans who survive will be 
fucking each other senseless; if there's a second coming, the chosen ones 
will be practicing eternal ecstasy. Beyond the basics, the future will be 
androgynous, amoral, interactive. It'll be apocalyptic — a word that literally 
means "lifting the lid," ending repression — in the sexiest sense. 

In science fiction, sex is invariably stiff: a chore performed for breeding 
or a way to mind-fuck. But such predictions never convince me. There'll 
always be human clusters in forests and caverns, shining in mottled light 
while sounds of sucking, of sliding flesh and orgasm float through the dark- 
ness. Relentless copulation will still be the main entertainment of the 
masses. Throughout history, sex has been a collective lan- 
guage. When our Puritan ancestors demonized the body, the 
mortal cage that kept them from being God, they planted 
the seeds of arrogance and alienation. 

But in the wake of ttie sexual revolution, we've begun to 
overcome that heritage of guilt. Since the fall of communism, 
there's been the sense that the next revolution will take place 
on an individual, spiritual level. At the brink of the millennium, 
some expect a new, sexualized Christ to sweep through the 
worid and redeem the body from the stranglehold of the soul. 
I certainly think we can will the new sex order to happen. 

So I expect that in our lifetimes, religious ceremonies will be 
reconceived as fertility rites. Catholic priests will marry, housewives 
will swap dildos like recipes, and de Sade's delicious manifesto Philos- 
ophy in the Bedroom will grace every home. God and lusty intercourse will 
no longer be opposites, but expressions of the same desire. Laws will con- 
secrate our right to fill every consenting hole. Women won't feel compelled 
to play at false modesty, and won't confuse sexual violence for amorous 
approval. Men won't misinterpret "no" for "yes," and rape will be extinct 
because sex won't be a power trip. No one will regulate the bodies of 
women and minors. The average citizen will recognize sex as a communal 
celebration of life rather than the carrier of lifelong traumas, unwanted 
pregnancies, AIDS. These days, taboos are aphrodisiacs; we use fear as a 
tum-on. In the future the forbidden, by not being forbidden, will not arouse 
us. When sex is abundant and uncensored, the fear of sin, the shame of 
slut-hood, and the resulting humiliation and rage will cease. Can we imag- 
ine an all-permissive worid as sexy? We'd better start. 

Our cock-teasing generation, raised on antiseptic condoms, shiny toys, 
and Gap sex, has yet to come out. Strutting our short attention spans, we 
prefer to sample. We patronize multimedia strip joints and video boudoirs — 
staged, simulated sex. We hide in the anonymity of Net sex, letting words do 
the deeds and coming on the keyboard. But it's getting old. Already, super- 
models bore us; some of us are starting to want flawed, lived-in flesh, 
unadorned, unfamiliar. We want sex objects to be subjects we can get lost in. 

Our sexual identity hasn't stabilized, and the good news is it may not. 
The future belongs to radical inter-sexuals, those who defy definition. 
There will be a shift from a homo-hetero split to a kaleidoscopic perversity. 






where one will proudly say "I'm a pervert" like one might now say "I'm a 
father." Dirty words will lose their power to intimidate. Children will study 
sex. Overpopulation, sperm banks, and in vitro walk-ins will finish the job 
the Pill t>egan, divorcing sex from procreation. 

Some of my personal fantasies will come to pass: gravity-free sex in 
orbiting shuttles, sex on the moon, sex with extraterrestrials (the real E.T. 
will be promiscuous, and no one will propagate the absurd notion that we'll 
gradually get bigger and bigger heads and smaller and smaller cocks). 
Post-millennial eroticism will be inclusive, incoherent, and transgressive. 
We'll each make up our life like a work of art, out of imagination and desire. 

Then again, I may be talking Utopias. For all I know. In 30 years the 
death penalty will be due punishment for abortion, civilians who fornicate 
more than thrice weekly will be caned, erotica will be burned in public, and 
sodomites will live in catacombs. With the Christian Coalition guiding a pol- 
itics of oppression, it's not unimaginable. If I argue otherwise, it isn't 
because I think that human beings are fundamentally good. Rather, it's 
because of this frail, needy body each one of us lives in, which gets hungry 
and thirsty and horny no matter what and doesn't care at>out codes of con- 
duct. The body is the universal bottom line: we all eat, sleep, fuck. It's the 
only democracy I know of. That's why I have faith in the future. Besides, I 
see no use in predicting a destiny if I can't take the opportunity to shape it 
Like any prophet, I'm hoping to create a tomon'ow by naming it. • 
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It's the end , 
children are 




lennium— do you. know where your 
:e uavis puts paranoia on fast-forward. 



Thirty years ago Los Angeles County was a teen utopia. Gidget shook 

her booty at an endless beach party, the Doors lit fires on the Strip, and 
East L A. was the land of a thousand dances. Desire ran wild in the streets. 

Now there is just fear and ennui. Adolescence Itself has become largely 
illegal. Some of the beaches are off-limits at night, patrolled by police dune 
buggies and helicopters. The LAPD banned Cruise Night in the Valley, and 
the sheriffs swept the low riders off Whittier Boulevard. Curfews, a relic of 
parental panic from the days of Rebel Without a Cause, have been resur- 
rected with a vengeance. 

Schools have continued their metamorphosis into prisons: ban^ windows, 
metal detectors, armed guards, lockdowns, and, in the case of one Long 
Beach junior high, ten-foot-high "bullet barriers." And if your fellow student 
isn't an undercover cop with acne, he may be a snitch. A proposed 
program will offer 
concert tickets, CDs, 
and clothes to stu- 
dent informers who 
call a special hotline. 

The Los Angeles 
Sheriff's Department, 
for its part, boasts of its 
computerized "gang 
register" that holds the 
names of 15,000 teen- 
agers. Curfew sweeps 
and random drunk- 
driving checkpoints 
are routinely used to 
photograph and finger- 
print kids. 

Not surprisingly, the 
mass criminalization of 
youth has become a 
self-fulfilling prophecy. 
Drive-by shootings 
have become com- 
monplace in suburbs 
from Thousand Oaks 
to Laguna Hills. Gangs 
are spreading like 
wildfire through the 
Bermuda grass, even 
behind the walls of 
"armed response" sub- 
divisions. Star students beat each other to death with baseball bats 
(Orange County), while pissed-off 16-year-olds decapitate their girlfriends 
with buckshot (South Pasadena). Ozzie and Harriet, welcome to hell. 

Terrified now even of their own kids, the luxury class is gripped in an 
ever-escalating security frenzy. If last year's brag was having a personal 
trainer, this year it's being shadowed by your own "personal protection 
specialist." Muscle-bound hunks in Ray-Bans escort the kids to school, 
push the grocery cart for Mom, and cover Dad's flanks at the ATM. The 
bodyguard craze is fueled by supply as well as demand. L.A.'s gyms and 
karate schools produce vast numbers of buff martial arts and weapons 
fanatics who disdain rent-a-cop jobs guarding supermarket parking lots. 




As a result, bodyguards rent for as little as $14 per hour, although the elite 
"mercenary grade" — skilled in languages, explosives, and anti-terrorism 
techniques — may cost as much as a psychoanalyst or a tax lawyer. 

Some prefer to take matters into their own hands. Since the Rodney 
King riots, nervous yuppiedom has been flocking to the shooting ranges. 
Not a few Gucci handbags conceal a Walther PPK or Beretta nine-millimeter 
pistol. The more adventurous can become stealth warriors in their local 
"citizen surveillance teams," the Green Berets of L.A.'s police-sponsored 
Neighborhood Watch Program. Clad in black ninja gear and equipped with 
binoculars and video cameras, they spy on the boyz in the 'hood. This win- 
ter, one zealot in the Valley executed a young Latino graffiti artist. The district 

attorney refused to prosecute. 

At the cyber-millennium, these are 
low-tech solutions. Even now, most elec- 
tronic home security is worthless junk. 
Magnetic-contact perimeter systems, 
for example, have a false alarm rate of 
between 95 and 98 percent. They can 
be set off by sonic booms, toddlers, 
hummingbirds, and even cat farts. But 
emergent technologies, previously 
employed only by large corporations 
or secret government agencies, will 
soon weave a security cocoon around 
the middle class. Miniaturized and 
mass-produced, they will eventually 
end up In the home-safety section of 
Sears, just across from the gun counter. 

Entry into our homes, offices, 
schools, and cyt>erspaces will increas- 
ingly be regulated by biometric recog- 
nition systems — we will keep intruders 
at bay with retinal scanners, hand 
keys, voice keys, finger mappers, and 
thermal face imagers. And we will no 
longer be afraid of things that go bump 
in the dark. Micropower Impulse radar 
and infrared lenses will raise home 
surveillance to Desert Storm levels of 
night vision — even as the same tech- 
nology also will allow Radio Shack- 
equipped Peeping Toms and sinister 
police agencies an unexpurgated view of our most intimate moments. 

The technology is most advanced In England, where entire business 
districts are "scanscapes," under 24-hour video surveillance. The same 
principle can also be applied to private space. Total-surveillance sys- 
tems — some monitored by computer, others by minimum-wage labor — will 
control inmates, eavesdrop on workers, and keep the more affluent mem- 
t>ers of society, at least, under a protective gaze. 

Electronic "guardian angels" will come to monitor our itineraries. They'll 
be connected not to the police but to private-sector providers of armed 
response or emergency aid, something like the AAA. Or Disney Security 
Concepts. It would give a whole new meaning to "Mickey Mouse watch." e 
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We're born to be bad. But, asks Dennis Ccx)per 
wiH being bad ever do us anv aood? 



any goo( 



We're living in a time wh«n every fantasy is thought to be psyclioiogi- 

cally explainable, and therefore understandable, and therefore worthy of 
some kind of respect, however begrudgingly given. There's almost nothing 
kids can do that doesn't play into the hands of the very people they're try- 
ing to freak. The minute some weird new scene develops, there's a crew 
from Hard Copy or 20120 on scene to snag a few tasty exam- 
ples. For every extreme idea there's always a Madonna or 
Trent Reznor poised to co-opt 
its imagery to use as a 
career booster. It's get- 
ting so the only real 
way left to rebel would 
be to become so 
catatonic that your 
immediate friends 
worry about you. It's 
hard to believe that 
could catch on, but 
you never know. 

It's a strange time to 
speculate about future 
extremes. You've got 
HIV-positive, queer 
performance artists 
entertaining club kids 
with pseudo-tribal 
bloodletting rituals. 
You've got heroin and 
crystal math, respectively the world's 
most evil and most physically destructive drugs, 
flying into the veins and noses of the trendy. You've 
got the world's most famous pop star surgically 
altering his race to collective ho-hums. You've got 
kids having unsafe sex. not because they don't 
know better but because they can't imagine life post- 
orgasm. It would be easy to make an imaginative leap 
and predict the day when murder itself will be cool. 
However dark and chaotic their ideas of fun, though, 
most kids aren't actually insane. 

Just because kids love to flirt with death doesn't 
mean they're going to become completely amoral and 
start slaughtering adults or each other. If it didn't hap- 
pen in the days of Charles Manson and A Clockwork 
Orange, it's not going to happen around Pulp Fictior\ 
and Slayer. History has proven that when an actual 
death occurs In young people's lives, whether it's 
something as abstract as Kurt Cobaln's suicide or the 
immediate mind-fuck of a friend's death, even the 
fiercest young nihilists are cowed. Taboos are just off- 
beat, masturbatory flirtations with the notion of mor- 
tality — a group retreat into the imagination as a way to 
deal with a world too corrupt to negotiate on one's 
own. The impulse to romanticize Jeffrey Dahmer Is 
essentially the same as the one that led kids in the 
early '60s to snap up musical fantasies like 
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"Leader of the Pack." Imaginations are more sophisticated these days, 
that's all. And with AIDS in the picture, it's awfully hard nowadays to extri- 
cate death from your thoughts. 

The problem with fantasizing about death is that it's doomed to coitus 
interruptus. Unless you die, you'll never know how cool or uncool death 
really is. Same goes for murder. You can read all the true-crime books, 
see every Dario Argento film, buy the entire Christian Death 
catalog, and your choice will still be either to move on to less 

daunting fetishes or to spend 
your life as a fmstrated gorehound. 

Every new generation of 
rebels half-hopes the severity of 
their fashions and attitudes sig- 
nals the onset of an apocalypse. 
Teenagers have always been 
intimidatingly resourceful in locat- 
ing fresh ways to express dissat- 
isfaction with the state of things, 
and, in turn, adults will always be 
unwilling to believe that their own 
lost, youthful radicalism can be legiti- 
mately one-upped. To kids, history 
is wimpy, and the future is unimag- 
inable. Therefore, logic goes, every- 
thing outside the immediate present 
should have little or no bearing on 
one's behavior. To really believe this, 
you have to have the shortsightedness 
of a pigeon. Still, culture would never change 
at all If it weren't for the perpetual standoff between youths' feelings 
of Immortality and adults' bitterness at how short life is. 

If you ask me, the biggest change In the nature of taboos will 
come from the breakdown of identity politics. As America's popula- 
tion grows Increasingly diverse, youth culture has divided into a wel- 
ter of mini-cultures. Kids aren't just rebelling against adults any- 
more, they're rebelling against other kids whose different races, sexes, 
and sexual preferences give them distinct, and sometimes conflicting, 
beefs, fetishes, and goals. Kids are even rebelling against conservative 
members of their own little communities. Take lesbians and gay men, whose 
status as "perverts" has long put them at the forefront of cultural experimen- 
tation. A number of queers have l>egun to suspect that In fighting for recogni- 
tion as a speclHc, nameable minority group, they've inadvertently given up 
the very invisibility that has always made them a real threat to the social order. 

One of the few truly uncool things you can do nowadays is to express 
an opinion or to take an action that Interferes with the struggle to advance 
the rights of others who share your race, sex, or sexual preference. Even 
straight white males, who feel their power threatened by a multicultural 
society, are beset with a kind of mini-nationalism, a sense that flirtation 
with extremes is just their duty as an oppressed group. In other words, in 
becoming so enamored of such labels as Queer, Straight, Feminist, Punk, 
Black, Hispanic, and Asian, kids have gained a few rights, and lessened 
their feelings of isolation, but they've also cornered themselves in society 
and created new, unnecessary schisms. When kids start to question these 
basic assumptions about their identity, then their imaginations will 
truly be shaken loose, and the real retielllons can begin. • 
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4erWarshall explains how an animal spint— with a.little 
lelp from Emie saved its species Trom extinction 

lespite the vBticans search for extraierrestnals. 




Nowadays, earth Is the 

stuff stored under asphalt. 
Endangered pandas get 
their 15 minutes as TV 
superstars, and modern 
citizens know less about 
where their water comes 
from when they turn on the 
faucet, or where It goes when 
they flush the toilet, than Cro- 
Magnons understood why the 
sky is blue. I've been lucky. I 
wanted to be an ecologist as soon 
as I knew the word when I was an 
eight-year-old in Flatbush, Brooklyn. 
From then on, I knew that animals would 
be my teachers: tadpoles in the botanical 
gardens, red-winged blackbirds in the country, 
baboons in Africa, and the Mount Graham red 
squirrel in Arizona. 

They were my animal allies. Native Americans used to 
call animal allies their totems. Most people simply know them 
as "my favorite animal." It's the animal that moves you. Some- 
times animals come in a dream or vision. For me, the red squirrel 
came through a job. I was supposed to find out if the construction of an 
astronomical observatory was compatible with the life of a unique forest on 
a mountain in southeast Arizona. 

The Mount Graham squirrel was supposed to be extinct. When we found 
a few hundred still alive, it was an ecological miracle. We also observed 
another dozen rare critters and plants, and discovered that the mountain 
was sacred to the San Carlos Apache. 

The squirrel ended up enmeshing me In a ten-year battle between those 
who yearned for more knowledge of outer space and those who desired a 
greater understanding of the earth. I saw two competing visions of the 
future: technocentric astronomers from the University of Arizona, who 
sought the latest in big-scale telescopes, versus ecocentric conservation- 
ists and Native Americans who wanted to tame technology In order to sus- 
tain a small and unique piece of the planet. 

The telescope project was sponsored In part by the Vatican. Yes, the 
Vatican. It lobbied heavily for a piece of the Mount Graham forest for an 
array of infrared telescopes. The Vatican has astro-priests who want to get 
to any extraterrestrials first, to convert them to Catholicism. Astronomers 
have even written up a list of questions, a sort of catechism, so they can 
find out if the E.T.s need converting. 

As the Vatican continued to treat the Apaches like space aliens, the bat- 
tle polarized: You were either for the heavens or for the Earth. The Apache 



elders trusted me. I was the 
squirrel's pal and defender, 
and by extension a cham- 
pion of the ancient forest 
and their sacred peaks. And 
the situation gained some 
notoriety. Eddie Vedder 
heard the story and swung 
by Mount Graham. One morn- 
ing before dawn in November 
1993, he and a bunch of eco- 
activists climbed the 10,000-foot 
peak and illegally crossed into the 
astronomers' turf, a fenced no-man's 
land occupied by the university. At that 
night's Pearl Jam show, Vedder told the 
Vatican to vacate in no uncertain terms: He 
whipped out a gas-soaked University of Arizona 
sweatshirt and set it on fire. 

Unless you're fighting a high-stakes ecological 
war — like Dian Fossey, who got killed in Africa while try- 
ing to speak out for her gorilla friends — saving threatened 
animals doesn't have to take any more out of you than a nice 
satisfying mosh session. You share space with other species — you 
owe it to them to understand them. And you owe it to yourself, because 
you're both watching for predators. 

The rewards of having an animal ally, disengaged from human exis- 
tence, can be profound. The red squirrel is expert at sniffing out truffles, 
which grow under the forest floor. The truffles imitate the sex perfumes of 
the squirrels, encouraging them to locate a tasty morsel, dig it up, eat It, 
and ultimately scatter truffle spores in their shit. Now, I can crawl all I want 
on the pine needles trying to sniff for truffles, but I've never been able to 
smell them. For some things, we humans will always need help. 

The Earth is resilient. It may take a long and tough fight, but we 
will hopefully be able to grapple with problems like the hole in the 
ozone layer or climate change or even a population explosion. Not so with 
the holocaust of species. It's irreversible: Once an animal Is lost, it will 
never return. Our future must acknowledge this Interdependence, the 
need for plant and animal allies (and not just those that have served us 
well economically). The future begins here at home, and its watchword 
is sustainability. 

In reaching towards the heavens, there's no need to destroy where 
we're from, and no need to ignore it. If each of us adopts an animal totem, 
be it a giant squid (Jaron's choice) or a monarch butterfly, it makes it that 
much harder for us to forget that we humans are not the only ones home — 
and it brings us that much closer to having a future to grow into. • 
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Richard Gehr's vision of 

tlie pnarnnaceutical tomorrow. 



In the future nearly all of us will be on drugs 

nearly all the time. 

Which is hardly surprising since we already are. 
Let's mount a little random drug test of our own 
right here. Which of you, during the past 24 hours, 
hasn't tried to alter your mood with nicotine, caf- 
feine, sugar, aspirin, Prozac, alcohol, marijuana, 
heroin, or any combination thereof? Face it: We 
are a drug-adoring species, with slim chance of 
changing anytime soon what appears to be a 
genetic predisposition to get high. 

One pharmaceutical trend that definitely seems on 
the wane is the fortuitous accident. LSD-25, and Val- 
ium for that matter, were discovered while their inven- 
tors were searching for something completely 
unrelated. In the former case, Albert Hoffman was 
working for Sandoz Pharmaceuticals, systemati- 
cally analyzing ergot alkaloids to find something 
that would stimulate respiration. The rest, as they 
say, is history. Contemporary drug development, 
however, is so expensive and finely tuned, with 
sophisticated computer models targeting specific 
receptor sites, that freak discoveries on the order of 
the LSD miracle become increasingly unlikely. 

"I really am pessimistic about anything novel com- 
ing out of the future of drug research, " says Purdue 
University professor David Nichols, founder of the 
Heffter Institute, a group of scientists devoted to 
hard-core research in psychedelics. "Unless It sud- 
denly becomes fashionable to develop things that 
modify states of consciousness. That being the 
case, we'd see a great deal of things coming out. 
We'd fine-tune states of consciousness in all kinds 
of unimaginable ways." 

Most of the chemists I surveyed agreed that the big drive in the pharma- 
ceutical world is for drugs that would heal the dementia of an aging and 
stressed-out society. Following the legendary success of Prozac, drug 
companies continue to search for antidepressants with fewer side effects. 
Researchers in Europe have found nootropics— cognitive enhancers, a.k.a. 
"smart drugs," such as Piracetam and Vasopressin — useful in treating 
dementia associated with Alzheimer's, Parkinson's, senility, and schizophre- 
nia. More committed to curing diseases than improving what we already 
have, the pharmaceutical industry and the FDA show no interest in devel- 
oping drugs that improve the mental performance of, say, college students. 

In the new book On Drugs, University of Massachusetts literature profes- 
sor David Lenson kicks off his phenomenology of the high with this sober 
assessment of drug-industry reality: "The days of humanistic psychology are 
really over. What the future seems to hold is an array of synthetic drugs 
that will alter brain function with digital exactitude. If the pharmacologist is 
in charge of designing the product, the therapist (or drug dealer, for that 
matter) will in turn become an engineer who adapts the new technology to 
the needs and desires of an individual patient or customer." As computers 
become more like drugs, drugs will become more like computers. 

There's no reason to twiieve that the War on (Some) Drugs will end any- 
time soon, in spite of the billions of dollars wasted to no appreciable 




reduction in supply or 
demand. Marijuana pros- 
ecutions have increased 
during the non-inhaler's 
administration, while 
ostensibly antigovemment 
conservatives have no 
qualms about continuing 
government intervention 
into our lives through 
random drug screening of 
everyone from air trafTic 
controllers to the high- 
school golf team. 

They may not be able 
to do much about a nat- 
ural psychedelic revival. 
One of the last important 
gifts the jungle will give 
civilization Ijefore the rain 
forests are leveled is the 

potent psychedelic brew 
known as ayahuasca. 
Much like the Native 
American Church uses 
peyote, at least two 
steadily growing Ama- 
zonian religions — the Santo Daime and the Uniao de Vegetal — legally 
incorporate this DMT-laden substance into their ceremonies. In addition to 
offering amazingly peculiar and spiritually charged visions, ayahuasca t>oasts 
strong anecdotal evidence as a cure for substance-abuse problems. 

The big news about ayahuasca is that it's simple to simulate. In North 
America, aficionados are substituting easily cultivated Phalaris grass for 
the "vine of the soul" found in the jungle. Like psilocybin mushrooms, 
which now grow everywhere, the "pharmahuasca" variations on ayahuasca 
may soon provide psychonauts with their most widely available rocket fuel. 

The future doesn't necessarily promise the happy Huxleyan vision of 
psycho-activated culture that many once assumed would be our destiny. 
But what's to stop a psychedelicist from cultivating a vision? 

"My main guess," proposes Rick Doblin, founder of the Multidisciplinary 
Association for Psychedelic Studies, "is that there will be lots of specially 
licensed facilities where people can go to have psychedelic drug experiences, 
from virtual reality and psychedelic recreational centers to different forms of 
drug-assisted worship, from raves to meditation centers to problem-solving 
environments with scientific and business applications, to therapeutic cen- 
ters for individuals, couples, and families. In other vrords, places where people 
can tinker with their neurochemlstry in a healthy and wholesome manner. 
"At least," he concludes, "that is the future I'm working toward." • 
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Our body politic, ourselves: John Perry Barlow 

procrainrrs the new Net order 




There are still factories on this 

planet, but the industrial era 
is over. There Is still admira- 
tion for the fruits of reason, but 
the age of reason Is over. We 
are no longer modern. 
We are no longer even 
postmodern. We are now 
pre-something else. 

Most of our speculation 
about the history of the 
future will look ridlcu- 
lous to our descen- 
dants. The more alert of 
us know one thing with 
certainty: Massive, accel- 
erating change is tak- 
ing place. While most of it 
Is driven by digital tech- 
nology, it will affect far 
more than the way 
we communicate at a dis- 
tance. It will attack our 
identities, it will amputate 
our very bodies, and it will 
rip at every stable power 
relationship in which we 
have sought refuge for the last 
200 years. 

Nearly all of the large institu- 
tions in this world — whether 
corporations, nation-states, political parties, 
or trade unions — evolved in a mutually augment- 
ing spiral with the rise of industry. Just as they arose 
to serve the Industrial Revolution, so they will fall as it departs, and the 
coup de grSce will be delivered by huge webs of rapidly moving Informa- 
tion that will render them Irrelevant. Many federal governments are 
already both fibrlllating with data-shock and Increasingly incapable of 
convincing the taxpayers who support them that they are getting anything 
like their money's worth. I think it is unlikely that there will be a federal gov- 
ernment left on the planet in 50 years. 

And what will come In the wake? Howling anarchy? Crushing totalitari- 
anism? Neither? Both? We don't know. But just as, at the dawn of 
the industrial age, Thomas Jefferson, James Madison, Thomas Paine, 
Jean-Jacques Rousseau, and company were able to contemplate the 
future of government without knowing what would ultimately be governed, 
we have, as they did, a blank canvas upon which to sketch in outline the 
novus ordo seclorum, the new cycle of the ages. Like them, we have 
entered a new social context in which the old and tangled growths of 
power haven't taken root and so have no moral or practical claim to sover- 
eignty. Back then, that context was the New World. For us. it's the new 
frontier of cyberspace, even more limitless in its perils and opportunities 
than the unexplored North American continent. 



The electronic environment hardly lends itself to the 
purposes or methods of Imposed government. It is 
difficult to enforce a credible order upon people whose 
activities can take place in any terrestrial jurisdiction 
on the planet, and whose actions can easily be 
made invisible. It Is difficult to imagine a democ- 
^ racy in which the self has no clear definition. It 
is difficult to silence people who have at their 
disposal a medium that can carry one's Ideas to the 
rest of humanity without revealing the location of 
one's body. 

We're loolting at a dream of liberty that 

would have both exhilarated and terrified Jefferson. 

It's time to ask the question he would have asked: 
If the old methods of government won't work in the 
virtual dimension, how are the Inhabitants of 
cyberspace to, as Jefferson wrote in the Decla- 
ration of Independence, "institute new Govern- 
ment, laying its Foundation on such Principles and 
organizing its Powers in such Form, as to them 
shall seem most likely to effect their Safety 
and Happiness"? 

We can be reasonably sure that it will not be 
easy to Impose order on anything as slippery as a 
virtual body politic. It will be possible for a 
government to crack down on Internet sites 
full of sex and sedition, but those forms of expression 
can as easily bloom in any place on the earth where 
the love of freedom Is greater than the fear of the 
unknown. Even though that is no longer the case in 
America, I am confident there will always be havens in the Net for free, 
radical bits. 

I look to see the biggest renaissance of the city-state since, well, 
the Renaissance. Those open nerve centers of Information and 
culture that are already forming in the Net — New York, Hong Kong, Beriln, 
Amsterdam, Los Angeles, Silicon Valley — are starting to exhibit autonomy 
from the terrestrial powers into whose jurisdiction they purportedly 
fall. But what about the Net Itself? I think public life will always be a little 
wild In there. People will be able to erect walls of cryptography 
behind which they can create a Infinity of social experiments, 
but cyberspace as a whole will be ungovernable by the old model 
of imposed will. 

Instead, it will have governance — culture, ethical codes, an understand- 
ing of mutual self-interest. In an environment that literally wires percep- 
tions into one another, it's likely that shared experiences will be common. 
At least, that's what I'm hoping for. 

Because one thing is clear to me. We are at the end of world as we 
know it. Our grandchildren will obtain their order by methods we cannot 
Imagine; our legacy to them should be a virtual landscape open to all the 
possibilities they might try. Let's be ancestors for them as great as Jeffer- 
son and Madison were to us. Let's leave them freedom. They can decide 
how much of it they're brave enough to keep. • 
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Lifestyles salutes everyone who 
entered our "Condoms and Safer 
Sex in the 90's" Video Contest 

In video after video, you showed us what was 
really on your mind when it comes to condoms 
and safer sex. Some were funny. Some were 
outrageous. Some were deadly serious. 

But all of them proved you were thinking with 
your heads about sex, instead of, well...you know. 
So, congratulations to our top winning videos! 



Get a look at the winning videos 
on the Internet and see how you 
can get a FREE Lifestyles T-Shirt! 

If you like to "surf" just click on over to the 
Lifestyles Web site. We'll not only give you a 
sneak preview of some of the winning videos, 
you can also get details on how to walk away 
with one of our Free T-Shirts. 

There's even a "talk-back" forum to give us 
your opinion on the videos, or anything that's 
important to you. C'mon, we'd love to hear 
from you. 
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Howwill we fight 
ADS in the ^ 




backto the future. 



I haven't been told whether to speculate 

about next week, ten, or a hundred years from 
now, but one nagging thought keeps recurring: 
Whatever the future is, it feels like we've already 
been there, and now we need to get back. Back 
to basic science, as leading AIDS researchers 
have t>een chanting in recent years. 

When I pressed the editor of Lancet, a leading 
British medical journal, as to what that term may 
be a euphemism for, he boiled it down to that 
we, among other things, "have been forced to 
admit certain things.. .one of them is that we 
don't know the true cause of immunodeficiency." 

We don't? What then have we learned, 
twenty-five billion dollars and five trillion scien- 
tific experiments later, about the secret mecha- 
nisms of HIV, the so-called "virus that causes 
AIDS"? Each nodule of this retrovirus has been 
spliced and examined in detail, using the most 
elaborate techniques known to man. AIDS 
research has been a dizzying odyssey of high- 
tech research, so elaborate you'd think it must 
be guided by some higher intelligence. But then 
nothing happens, year after heartbreaking year. 



No cure, no vaccine, no nothing. What we have 
is a vast sea of data — diagnostic tests measuring 
shadows of cells we never even knew we had — 
but we still don't know why person A gets sick 
and person B does not. 

Official estimates are now saying that at least 
five percent of all HIV-positive people will never 
develop AIDS. Research is also showing that 
many people get exposed to HIV but never 
develop antibodies, because they have a strong 
enough "cellular immune response" to keep the 
virus in check. Surely it's worth trying to figure 
out why. 

AIDS itself is a "futuristic" phenomenon in the 
sense of technology backfiring — casting off a 
huge cloud of information that tends to obfus- 
cate rather than illuminate. But also so in an 
Orwellian sense of an invasive, if well-inten- 
tioned, new social order being imposed that 
strives to save humanity from itself AIDS is a 
"futuristic" phenomenon because the notion of 
sexual hygiene is utterly modern, as is the 
notion of "contactless sex," encompassing 
everything from latex to Saran Wrap to virtual 
sex. (To preclude reactionary reactions, I should 
stress that I have not said that any of these 
things are "bad" — simply that they are modern.) 
In Orwell's 1984 it was not counter-revolutionary 
thought that was subject to the most intense 
persecution, it was sexual thought. Intimacy. 

It would be unfair to demonize the Safe Sex 



revolution by attempting to draw a parallel: No, 
the safe sex movement is essentially t>enign and 
well-intentioned (If at times shrill and admonish- 
ing). It has produced excellent results, particu- 
larly, perhaps exclusively, in the gay community. 
It was not designed for the purposes of oppres- 
sion, as far as I know, at all. But the comparison 
that is valid is simply to say that since 1984 with 
all its exaggerated scenarios was popularized, 
the policing of sex has become equated with a 
futuristic, dehumanized society. Because it's the 
last thing, the thing that is closest to us, the very 
inner circle of existence, that is at stake. 

Where to draw the line between the expres- 
sion of personal freedoms and the (possible 
resulting) incurrence of bodily harm has been 
one of the most explosive and difficult central 
dramas of AIDS. It will never be resolved. The 
unchangeable maxim remains: To each his own. 
You can hand somebody a condom, you can 
hand him all the facts, you can scare the wits out 
of him, but you can't ma/te him wear it. 

AIDS is so much more than just AIDS. It's so 
much more than the sum of its parts: its statis- 
tics, its death toll, its newly infected. It's so much 
more than its 30 symptoms — to most of us — 
to those of us who live with the luxury of not 
actually having it. AIDS now has a 15-year 
history, dense with, above all, death and loss, 
but also terror, strife and drama, intrigue and 
hysteria. Hopes, phony cures, violence and 
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fraud, but also incredi- 
ble acts of compas- 
sion and sacrifice. 

Who does it belong 
to, this thing? Who 
will decide which way 
it will go? We all have our hooks in: 
AIDS organizations, pharmaceutical 
companies, the media, religious 
groups, politicians, activists. We all 
have our convictions, our gripes, our 
little moral yap-yaps. We're all trying 
to follow this beast, to see what it 
' eats. We all think we know what It 
eats. And where it's headed next, and 
. how we will finally, once and for all, 
destroy iL 

If the early years of AIDS were 
characterized by a near-total surren- 
der to the draconian, AZT-centric 
; mandates of the health establish- 
i ment, we are now entering the foggy 
era of scientific glasnost. The ques- 
ition of what causes AIDS has 
! become, at long last, a knock-down, 
I drag-out fight. Though no resolution 
: has been reached, four distinct 
camps have emerged: 1) Those who 
think HIV is both necessary and suf- 
ficient to cause AIDS in an other- 
wise healthy Individual; 2) Those 
who think HIV is necessary but not 
sufficient to cause AIDS; 3) Those 
who think HIV may be involved, but 
Is almost certainly not sufficient to 
cause AIDS on its own; and 4) Those 
who think HIV is neither necessary 
nor sufficient to cause AIDS. 

All camps appear to despise the 
others, and the whole debate reeks 
of righteous mudslinging, but at 
least it's a debate. The line of opin- 
ion is swelling in the middle, as 
more and more researchers defect 
from pre-enlightenment notions of 
HIV killing "like a truck," as Dr. 
Robert Gallo once said in SPIN. 

Eleven years ago, a deafening, 

global fire went off, warning each 
and every last one of us that we 
could be next — that AIDS would 
wipe out humanity, that the Black 
Death would seem pale by compari- 
son. Remember? Today it has 
become official that there will be no 
"heterosexual AIDS explosion," and 
HIV discoverer Luc Montagnier even 
said so in a recent interview, earn- 
ing him the wrath of Europe's lead- 
ing AIDS organizations, who bristle 
at the new statistical sobriety. But 
however haltingly, some voices are 
starting to ask whether AIDS might 
be on its final decline. 

According to original predictions, 
AIDS was supposed to have deci- 
mated, with equal impact, all sec- 
tions of the population In this coun- 



The future of AIDS 
is not an equal- 
opportunity disease 
but a social 
catastrophe. 



try, and virtually annihilated Africa. 
In 1986, Jonathan Mann, then direc- 
tor of the World Health Organization 
(WHO), estimated there would be 
100 million HIV infections woridwide 
by 1990. He was off by over 90 mil- 
lion—in 1990, WHO said the figure 
was only eight to ten million. 

Estimates for this country were 
also in the millions, and proved 
equally wrong. Gene Antonio, in his 
terror book The AIDS Cover-up?, 
predicted that 64 million Americans 
would be dead or dying of AIDS 
by the end of 1990. 

By the end of 1994, there were 
441 ,528 cases of AIDS reported to 
the Centers for Disease Control. But 
keep in mind that these figures are 
inflated. In the early '90s, the CDC 
expanded its definition of who has 
AIDS: It started to indude HIV-positive 
people who had such diseases as 
cervical cancer and tuberculosis. 
This year, the CDC shaved back its 
estimate of HIV-positive Americans, 
which started at 1 to 1.5 million, down 
to between 600,000 and 1 million. 

Here are the statistical trends, 
broadly depicted: New cases in gay 
men are way, way down. The curve 
has been pointing downward since 

1992, which is not so surprising 
since all epidemics follow a bell 
curve. It is commonly said that 
women and straight men are the 
only AIDS cases on the increase 
today While on the one hand, women 
constituted a greater share of new 
AIDS cases in 1994, compared with 

1993, the overall number of women 
with AIDS was well down — 16 per- 
cent fewer. As for straight men (as 
much as the current Zeitgeist seems 
to deem them most deserving of 
awful diseases), they remain rela- 
tively untouched. 

The hidden dynamics of number- 
gathering — in fact, the very obses- 
sion with statistics themselves— 
seem to be another futuristic feature 
of the disease and our times. The 
NYC Department of Health, in 1991, 
still had only 12 men listed as having 
contracted HIV via a woman, a risk of 
0.04 percent. In 1993. the New York 
City figures jumped way up — as high 
as 427 by 1995. Although NYC Health 
Department officials denied this to 
SPIN, we have documentation that 
they changed their policy in 1993. 
Formeriy, those who claimed "no risk 
factors" other than heterosexual sex 
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were Investigated, and most were 
actually found to have other risk fac- 
tors. By the new rule, it became suffi- 
cient to say that heterosexual sex was 
the source of infection. Such cases 
were placed into the "male heterosex- 
ual" category prior to any investiga- 
tion whatsoever. And the numbers 
shot straight up. Men were no longer 
required to provide any "proof" that 
their HIV infection was heterosexu- 
ally acquired. It became sufficient 
just to say that it was. 

Finally, new HIV infections among 
gay men, and among IV drug users, 
have gone up. According to the 
CDC, there were 40,000 new HIV 
infections in the U.S. in 1994. Almost 
three quarters of them were among 
drug users and their primary sexual 
partners, and the remainder were 
among gay men. While the gay com- 
munity implemented safe sex, 
apparently successfully, some 15 
years ago, it is now being observed 
that even the most well-educated 
may fail to comply. This is a trend 
that has caused considerable dis- 
tress and controversy, and has given 
rise to tactics such as gay activists' 
"sex police" patrolling public places 
where casual sex is common. 

Will there tie real, official sex police 
in the future, kicking down bedroom 
doors, slapping handcuffs on the 
non-latexed? Will there be tattoos 
Identifying the smitten? Quaran- 
tines? The end of intimacy? Of pri- 
vacy? Of trust? The end of the world? 

Not really. And the reason is that 
AIDS has not spread like it was sup- 
posed to— the everybody-you've- 
ever-had-sex-with-and-all-their-part- 
ners model. The CDC has not 
reported one single case of so- 
called tertiary transmission of HIV, 
meaning HIV going from primary 
risk-group, to secondary risk-group, 
and then from there to a non-risk 
group. The one country that did take 
the HlV-is-spreading-like-wildfire 
model to Its extreme conclusion and 
threw the infected into quarantines, 
namely Cuba, has now unlocked the 
doors: People are admitted into HIV 
quarantines in Cuba on a voluntary 
basis. And Sweden (I), the only 
other country to attempt quarantines 
(for those who were HIV-infected 
and yet did not practice safe sex) 
had maybe three people ludicrously 
sitting on an island in Stockholm's 
archipelago — they finally bagged the 
whole plan. AIDS hysteria has 
peaked, and hopefully, like an over- 
stimulated nerve, will never fully 
regain its former verve. 

Truth is, AIDS is spreading not 
along the lines of sexual activity but 



along lines of economy. Poverty in 
America is now the single greatest 
"risk factor" for AIDS, as it moves 
deeper into the shadows — into the 
populations where not just drugs, but 
also malnutrition and lack of health 
care, have created a perfect setting for 
this disease that, however mysteri- 
ous, afflicts the weak just like 
any disease does. This of course 
raises the question. What is AIDS? 
To what extent is it viral, to what 
extent associated with living condi- 
tions? We are depthlessly motivated 
by the viral aspects of AIDS— and 
all but thoroughly uninterested in 
the sociological. 

Which brings me to the core 
point: The future of AIDS is that it is 
no longer an equal opportunity sex- 
ually transmitted disease but a 
social catastrophe. Socially disad- 
vantaged women have already 
been used as guinea pigs (and that 
is no exaggeration) for very risky 
experiments such as taking AZT 
during pregnancy. Talk about futur- 
istic. Giving a carcinogenic and 
mutagenic drug to women wfiile 
they are pregnant in the hope of 
reducing viral transmission by a 
few percentages — with little con- 
cern for the 80 percent or more of 
babies who wouldn't have gotten 
the virus anyway? I can think of no 
greater perversion of the futuristic 
adage, "better living through chemi- 
cals," than that. 

What next? One AIDS researcher 
interviewed for this article said, "AIDS 
won't be perceived as a disease of 
gay men in 20 years. It will be a dis- 
ease of impoverished drug addicts 
and you won't hear much about it." 
The quick-fix questions — Will there 
ever be a cure? Will there ever be a 
vaccine? — are sprung from, and only 
apply to, other diseases with far 
simpler causes, like polio or gonor- 
rhea. AIDS, t>y contrast, has spawned 
one of the greatest causation 
debates in the history of medicine. 

But multi-billion-dollar research 
agendas die hard. Ultimately, the 
future of AIDS lies squarely at the feet 
of a research establishment paralyzed 
by hubris. If AIDS is ever to t>e solved, 
in all its infinite mystery, the very flora 
of AIDS research, the very language, 
has to change from the expansionist 
dogma we've seen so far to a softer, 
more flexible, less defensive animal. 
But sometxxjy has to do what Gor- 
bachev did for the communist estab- 
lishment — take the fall. Take the 
credit. Call it "AIDS research with a 
human face." Dress It up, tear it down, 
start over. That's science at its t>est. 
The future is new. • 
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LEONA'S SISTER GERRI 

The acclaimed documentary atout an 
ordinary' woman whose image became a 
powerful pro-choice .symlx)!. 

Friday, November 3rd* 

& 

A CITIZEN DIALOGUE 

An hour of viewers' responses to the 
film 

Friday, November 17th* 



To take part in this landmark dialogue, watch the film and 
send your comments to POV via: 
voice mail: 1-800-756-4444 
fax: 1-617-789-4928 
e-mail: leona@pov.org 



'check your local public television listings for times. 
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Timothy Leary has led one of the most 
dramatic and influential lives of the twentieth 
century He is now facing death, and his 
demeanor is lovely Can humor cure fear? 
Can a simple expression remind us of how 
silly our struggles often are? -Jaron Lanier 



Sometime in January 1995. 1 was told by two wise and gentle medical doc- 
tors.at Cedars-Sinai Medical Center in Los Angeles that my prostate gland 
had become the host of a healthy, robust, spectacularly ambitious, cancer- 
ous tumor. 

It turns out that I am not alone. Rumor has it that 80 percent of males 
between the ages of 75 and 90 acquire prostate cancer. And 101 percent of 
males over age 101 end up playing host to this illness. Before my diagnosis 
I was unaware of these vital facts. I was also ignorant of the function of this 
Interesting gland, the prostate. 

Why was I so ignorant? After all, I am a medically trained psychologist. I 
have taught at two prestigious medical schools. I have written more than 40 
books about the human condition. And still I knew nothing about my 
prostate gland. I asked many of my friends what they know at}out this mys- 
terious and lethal gland. Very few of them knew much about It. 

The dictionary defines the prostate as "a gland that surrounds the ure- 
thra of males at the base of the bladder, comprising a muscular portion, 
which controls the release of urine, and a glandular portion, which secretes 
an alkaline fluid that makes up part of the semen and enhances the motility 
and fertility of sperm." 

What a busy little organi The prostate is called to duty only at those 
engrossing moments of male orgasm. It facilitates male fertility. The 
prostate contributes nothing to the plumbing, metabolism, or survival of my 
body. It serves only a genetic function: DNA has designed this complex 
organ-system as a procreative tool for the reproduction of the species, with 
no regard to my personal health. 

These thoughts led to a humbling conclusion. DNA apparently uses me 
and my body as a lumbering, complicated vehicle to carry around the pre- 
cious, delicate genetic code locked in my sperm. She (DNA) has cunningly 
located her fertility and sperm-mobility equipment in a protected and 
bustling area of my body. 

It makes sense, then, that prostate cancer occurs in older men whose 



frequency of orgasm decreases with age. The function of the prostate is to 
squirt out its sperm-carrying alkaloid at the time of ejaculation. Orgasm 
infrequency obviously results in a backed-up puddle of precious fluid in the 
swollen glands of the elderiy. 

As I puz2led over these spooky thoughts another emotional event 
occurred. One of my closest friends, a charming, intelligent, post- 
menopausal lady, discovered that she had breast cancer. 

Since neither of us had any desire to play the victim/passive-patient role, 
we scoured the available literature and were charmed to note that breast 
cancer, one of the most common lethal diseases for women, might t>e con- 
sidered a close cousin to cancer of the prostate. The mammary glands 
apparently play no role in the survival of the woman. They can be removed 
with no threat to the body. Like the prostate they serve the species, not the 
individual. It is not surprising to learn that women who do not bear children 
have a significantly higher rate of breast cancer. 

Our attempt to combine scientific fact with genetic ruminations led us to 
wonder about the mysterious demonization of cancer. I find it fascinating 
and scary that I had docilely accepted the scenario that the cancer, like 
communism, was the ultimate "evil" threat to life. Why are so many of us so 
uninformed about this disease? 

The answer is obvious: denial tat>oo. Most human beings do not want to 
think or talk about death. The tat>oo is understandable. None of us primitive 
primates in the twentieth century knows why we are here or where we are 
going. These issues are scary. Each human being is equipped with a 120- 
billion-cell brain. But we have not learned how to use our heads. We are 
aware of our neural ineptness. 

The organized religions have comforted us by providing infantile 
fairy tales about God and promises of immortality. Pray and obey, keep 
your legs crossed, avoid orgasms and you'll get the one-way ticket to 
heaven, etc. 

But perhaps, by making acquaintance with our hard-working body parts, 
we may be able to soothe our ancient fears with common sense. 

If prostate cancer is caused by infrequent orgasm, what's the solution? 
When your bowels are full, do you blow your nose? The power of the taboo 
against proper exercise and care of the orgasm organ vras recently demon- 
strated when then-Surgeon General Joycelyn Elders was bitterly attacked 
and sacked after she recommended teaching masturbation as a safe 
sex habit. 

What yo' mama never told you was: An orgasm a day keeps the doctor 
away. So use it or lose it! • 
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EM RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS 
One Hot Minute 

Warner Bros. 

THEY MAY COVER the Stooges, and their bassist may have played In Fear, 
but any nnallrat witti half a brain can tell you that the Red Hot Chill Peppers 
are not punk. They're too comfortable with their bodies, they're too hippie- 
Ishly Fruitopian, and, most important, they inverted the basic paradigm of 
punk-rock pedagogy: Write songs and then learn how to play. These guys 
did it the other way around. 

So instead of either hailing or reviling their mid-'80s brainstorm to be, 
as Flea said, "punk about the funk," let's just abandon that ill-fitting catch- 
phrase altogether. Rick James was punk about the funk. George Clinton 
was punk about the funk. Even the early Beastie Boys were punk, or at 
least drunk, about the funk. But the Red Hot Chili Peppers — rubber-faced 
white boys biting black-music mojo, tattooed frat boys spouting pre-femi- 
nist sex vibes — were funky about L.A. hair-metal. And that Just may be 
their salvation. 

As Lollapalooza's designated Van Helen, the Chili Peppers played 
flashy licks, dropped trou, and jumped about. It wasn't until BloodSugar- 
SexMagic, when Anthony Kiedis pulled off the unlikely 
coup of "Under the Bridge, " that they seemed 
more a band than a talent-show act. Under 
the firm hand of star-molder Rick 
Rubin, their buffed form of phallo- 
philic groove-rock finally jelled — 
as on that album's undeniable 
"Give It Away" — and, much 
like their shirtless friends 
in Soundgarden, the Chili 
Peppers managed to 
replace sonic novelty 
with actual songs. 

One Hot Minute finds 
them venturing further 
down pop's path, sculp- 
ting their hyperactive musi- 
cianship into denser, more 
pointed soundscapes — the 
kind of alternately loopy and 
ferocious din that will make a 
welcome island between the Stone 
Temple Pilots and the Spin Doctors. 
Ex-Jane's Addiction guitarist Dave 
Navarro brings new color and substance to the 
production, devising dreamy, expansive atmospheres 
where his predecessor, Hendrix acolyte John Frusciante, might 
have dropped more generic chicken-scratch or distortion pedal. The opener, 
"Warped," Is a typhoonlsh onslaught b la Hendrlx's "Roomful of Mirrors." 
"Aeroplane" is a tightly wound, syncopated funk groove — with Chic guitar 
and Cameo bass — that opens up into an airy, blissful space jam on the cho- 
rus. In fact, much of Minute evokes the hallucinogenic space-jam side of the 
Peppers' secret L.A. role models, the Doors. 

Fans of the Peppers' hoollganish mix of Larry Graham bass slapping 
and black fraternity chants will not be disappointed. "Coffee Shop" resur- 
rects the distortion-and-meat funk of Uplift Mofo Party Plan — the Peppers' 
most sonically convincing album — and it has the chorus "Meet me at the 
coffee shop / We can dance like Iggy Pop" which t>eats the hell out of 
"Catholic schoolgirls rule." Never ones to shy away from audio corniness, 
the Chill Peppers do include some ridiculously literal sonic references. 



SPIIilS 



PLATUR BU JOUR 




"Walkabout" — a Robert BIy-ish rumination on getting t>ack to nature, danc- 
ing with wolves, etc. — uses an aboriginal talking drum thing, while "Falling 
Into Grace" culminates its love-as-religion jam with gongs and a nagayana 
Buddhist chant. (Hey, why not ooga-booga backing vocals for a song about 
Africa?) But for the most part, the trippy, mind-expanding sonic ambitions 
of Minute pay off. 

Perhaps his work with pipes ranging from Johnny Cash's to Mick Jagger's 
has also prepped Rubin for the rather herculean task of making the Peppers' 
longhaired "rapper" a viable pop singer, someone who can sit comfortably 
on the dial next to Michael Stipe and Bono. Astute strategies prop up 
Kiedis's sketchy pitch and faux-soul croon — static over- 
lays, voguelsh compressed vocals, letting Flea 
sing lead now and then just to make Kiedis 
sound better — but his presence seems 
to have evolved as well. His doe- 
eyed, head-swaying balladeering 
always struck me as anything 
but honest, as much a 
cartoon of vulnerability as 
his dick-swinging carica- 
tured masculinity. Now, 
somehow, he's managed 
to make this insincerity 
seem, well, nice. The 
self-effacingly generic 
title of "Tear Jerker" may 
be a wry comment on its 
obvious role as the sequel 
to "Under the Bridge." 
Nonetheless, it's a pretty, 
cello-kissed ballad of heartbreak 
that evolves with sitars and strings 
into a stately kind of elegy, like a "No 
Woman, No Cry" for skate-punks. Consid- 
ering the mosh-heads who comprised much of 
Kiedis and company's pre-"Bridge" constituency, any 
kind of enrational frankness, real or projected, is a good sign. 
Since the Chili Peppers' macho form of body worship always strode a 
fine line between homoeroticlsm and queer-baltlng, It's also swell to hear 
the long-overdue homophobe dis on the jokey "Pea." But even better 
would be to hear the song "Stretch," which, though on the advance tape of 
the album — and a logical extension of the "Warped" video, where Kiedis 
welcomes a mascaraed Navarro into the fold with a kiss — ^wlll not be mak- 
ing it to your local Kmart. "Stretching out your tightness, time to open up 
your hole," sings Kiedis, "I have always wanted to give something to my 
brother." Flea's old employer, the queer-bashing Fear singer Lee Ving, 
probably wouldn't dig that tune too much, which is all the better. Imagine 
these reconstructed yahoos secreting a little bona fide transgression into 
their post-breakthrough record. Who knows? They just might have been 
punk after all. chris norris 
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S.F. SEALS 
Truth Walks In 
S/eepy Shadows 

Matador 

Trace the adenoidal, pointedly con- 
fessional folk stylings of Liz Phair, 
Lisa Loeb, and even Courtney Love, 
back past the headlines, and you'll 
find a 1988 album called Lately I 
Keep Scissors by San Francisco 
singer Barbara Manning. Her plain- 
spoken lyrics wed to a hallucina- 
tory Velvets-by-way-of-New Zealand 
hum, Manning played tripmaster 
of the mundane: Who needs freaky 
light shows when the space be- 
tween a girl and a boy, between a 
music fan and a band, between your 
own ears, is so full of flux and won- 
der? After another prescient solo 
release. Manning recorded a 1994 
S.F. Seals album with friends and 
cohorts that attempted to stir up the 
musical compost as thoroughly as 
she had messed with subject matter. 
To put it kindly. Nowhere was all 
light show — flashy volume shifts, 
niggling samples, dull songs. 

But forget about that wild hair. 
Truth Walks in Sleepy Shadows is 
the triumphant tortoise, the musical 
depth-of-field that shouts "band prac- 
tice." A cover of the Pretty Things' 
"S.F. Sorrow (Is Born)" struts in first, 
so full of clamorous portent and 
thrust that I thought of the Mekons. 
Next, Manning's "Ladies of the Sea" 
slowly sways with discreet vibes, 
Melanie Clarin's mariachi rhythm, 
and shimmering '50s pop guitar 
melding into a dizzying Mai Tai sun- 
set. "IPECAC" runs on a Brently 
Pusser riff more pushy and sugges- 
tive than anything on Whip-Smart. 

And so on. The drugs are defi- 
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nitely swallowed with syrupy-sweet 
cocktails this time out. Where Man- 
ning's torch diva turns on Sings 
with the Original Artists shriveled 
up against spare backing, here they 
nestle into a winking popadelic 
hybrid. Your usual Manning folk- 
fare — "Bold Letters' and "How Did 
You Know?" — accrues a spicy rich- 
ness. Who says that '90s psyche- 
delia must be flavored with distor- 
tion? (Now there's a retro idea!) 
Why not cut it with Patsy Cline and 
Martin Denny? 

Like psychedelia itself, Manning 
has long been fascinated with 
boundaries: with the doors and 
locks of love and loneliness, and 
identity's elastic borders. "Where do 
I start?" she asks in "How Did You 
Know?" — talking not only about 
explanations but also definitions. Till 
now, though, her chosen idioms — 
melancholy acoustic folk, that eter- 
nal N.Z. strum — have not thrown up 
much resistance. There's a tension 
to Truth Walks that aurally enacts 
the meetings, clashes and merges 
that are Manning's subjects. Man- 
ning filled this album with images of 
water: Mermaids entice, sharks bite, 
rivers tumble and reflect. Pusser, 
Clarin, and t>assist Margaret Murray 
make the images sound, make the 
sharks snap back and the water fall. 
They make Manning's liminal land- 
scapes dangerous, as they should 
be, and enchanting, as they should 
be. There was never an other there; 
thanks to SF Seals, there is now. 
(Matador, 676 Broadway, New York, 

NY 10012) TERRI SUTTON 
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AIR MIAMI 
Mo. M«. Ms. 

4AD 

Maybe it's love, maybe it's caffeine. 
Either way, Mark Robinson is prone 
to nervous tics and twitches. His 
hyper songs are a mix of uptight 
funk and new wave metrics: Each 
short, sharp syllable and riff is pre- 
cisely measured. In contrast, band- 
mate Bridget Cross's compositions 
are smooth and calm: Over gauzy 
guitar melodies, she brings a light 
touch to consonants and drawls her 
vowels. Curly-haired, bright-eyed 
and totally wired, Robinson sings 
with a goofy grin on his face, 
whereas Cross is quiet, prone to 
melancholy. He clothes his love in 
cryptic codes. She wonders why 
people even bother talking. When 
their voices come together, these 
personality traits vanish, replaced 



by wordless harmonies: bah-bahs, 
ohs, and the like. 

More hi-fi than lo-fi, Air Miami Is 
a bigger, sleeker vehicle than the 
pair's previous creative go-round, 
Unrest. Ambient laser beeps and 
spaceship landings lurk beneath 
the surface of moody moments like 
"Seabird" and "Afternoon Train." 
Former tour-mates Stereolab may 
have inspired these space-age 
bachelor pad decorations — "Sweet 




as a Candy Bar" sounds like those 
easy-listening Marxists in the 
throes of a capitalist sugar rush — 
but Robinson and Cross have been 
experimenting with odd instru- 
ments since Unrest's 1992 LP 
Imperial f.f.r.r.. 

Produced by Guy Fixsen (Laika, 
Moonshake), Me. Me. Me.'s subtle 
atmospherics never obscure its pop- 
piness: "Neely" (a reference to Eve 
Plumb's dad or Patty Duke's charac- 
ter in Valley of the Dolls'?) is catchy 
and foul-mouthed, while "Special 
Angel" shifts from quiet campfire 
serenade to epic storm of distortion. 
One of the few men in indieland who 
can hold a vocal melody (check out 
the recent 6th's LP for proof), Robin- 
son is at his best when he croons, 
while the guitar work here is as nim- 
ble as Dean Wareham's. Me. Me. Me. 
is rarely emotionally engaging — 
Robinson's too guarded. Cross too 
withdrawn — but its upfront beauty 
offers proof that big studios and 
small bands can be friends. (4AD, 
8533 Melrose Ave., Suite B, Los An- 
geles, CA 90069) JOHNNY HUSTON 



lil LISA LOEB & NINE 

STORIES 

Tails 

Geffen 

Lisa Loeb seems poised to be the 
Sheryl Crow of 1996. If this album of 
mainstream folk-rock succeeds 
commercially. Crow fans will have a 
new reasonably intelligent nice girl 
to fixate on as she viranders through 
loft spaces and concert venues. 
Non-fans may contract Repetitive 



Stress Injury from constantly switch- 
ing music video channels every 
time her awkwardly winsome per- 
son appears. 

Loeb's lovers'-spat single, "Stay 
(I Missed You)," which went gold 
after it was placed on the Reality 
Bites soundtrack, is on this album. 
The rest of Tails is similarly earnest 
and heartfelt, lyrically and vocally. 
Loeb doesn't have much of a range. 
Her voice is wispy — not as little- 
girly as Juliana Hatfield's, but not 
exactly mature either It can convey 
vulnerability and hurt, but never 
from-the-gut anger, deep depres- 
sion or bitterness. 

Unlike Sheryl Crow, Loeb com- 
poses without the aid of five co-writ- 
ers. But she relies heavily on 
cliches and iffy metaphors. On "All 
the Stars Are Falling" she sings: "All 
the stars are falling / One hit me in 
the head / And I fell down, down, 
down." Ouch. "Sandalwood" is com- 
pletely and unapologetically awash 
in sappiness: "She can't tell me that 
all of the love songs have been writ- 
ten / 'Cos she's never been in love 
with you before." The lyrics reveal a 
woman with the plucky determina- 
tion of a morning talk-show host, or 
a kindergarten teacher — "Snow 




Day" encourages: "You're not too 
tired for this life / And it's not gonna 
matter if you fall down twice." 

The material, written on acoustic 
guitar and best heard at the student 
union coffee bar, is made to sound 
more relevant for the new VH1 for- 
mat by the production, co-handled 
by Loeb's boyfriend, Juan Patifio. 
They occasionally borrow from 
Suzanne Vega, which makes sense; 
"Do You Sleep?" sounds quite influ- 
enced by Solitude Standing. But 
more often, electric guitar, heavily 
pounded drums, and abrupt starts 
and stops are grafted onto songs 
like "Alone," "Taffy," and the schizo- 
phrenic "Gardens of Delight," half of 
which weirdly resembles the Spin 
Doctors. All the distortion in the 
world is not going to make a folk 
geek rock, but it might catch the 
attention of all those Hootie & the 
Blowfish fans. Christina kelly 
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VARIOUS ARTISTS 
6/ve Vour Botiy Up: Club 
Classics & House 
Foundations Vols. 1-3 

Rhino 

Disco's bad rep might have been its 
saving grace. When middle America 
considered It dead, disco thrived In 
mainstream-unfriendly clubs where 
the music's communal vibe res- 
onated like a gospel that only 
reveals itself to the faithful. 
Although disco has found its way 
onto countless nostalgia compila- 
tions, many tracks that spoke inti- 




mately to these dedicated dancers 
haven't made it onto CD — until now. 

Give Your Body Up: Club Classics 
& House Foundations collects 30 of 
clubland's most inventive, transcen- 
dent, and physically exhausting 
jams onto three volumes. A few were 
mainstream R&B/pop smashes, but 
the majority of these 12-inch singles 
and album cuts went out of print 
shortly after their release. Yet their 
influence can be felt in the reverent 
house beats of M People, the diva 
sass of CeCe Peniston, the quirky 
wisdom of Crystal Waters, the dark 
sexuality of Madonna's moodiest 
material, and the hypnotic textures 
of trance, techno and trip-hop. At 
once alien and familiar, this trailblaz- 
ing brand of disco is known to insid- 
ers as garage. 

Released between 1972 and 
1984, these favorites at the Paradise 
Garage — the black, gay Manhattan 
club defined by its wildly influential 
DJ, Larry Levan — were created 
shortly before computerized sounds 
dominated clubs. Garage embraced 
the traditions of soul, blues and 
church music, where the spiritual 
impact of live musicians is crucial. 
The friction between the trance of 
the groove and the tension of fin- 
gers on strings, keys, valves, and 
skins is what gives these records 
their ecstatic release. 

Although it may be difficult to dif- 
ferentiate among today's near- 
instrumental house jams, each 
selection on Give Your Body Up has 
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its own identity. The early '70s 
recordings — Cymande's bold "Bra" 
and Eddie Kendricks's "Girl You 
Need a Change of Mind," often cited 
as the first fully developed disco 
cut — started off with funk, then elon- 
gated the percussive break and 
played up the drama. Two and three 
years later, with LaBelle's nearly 
militant "What Can I Do for You?," 
South Shore Commission's sexually 
assertive "Free Man," and the 
O'Jays' Philly anthem "I Love 
Music," disco was becoming a thing 
unto itself, with its own tales of rage, 
liberation and celebration. 

As disco turned more commer- 
cial, producers like Patrick Adams 
(Phreek's rebellious "Weekend") 
and remixers like Levan (Third 
World's reggae-disco fusion "Now 
That We Found Love," Dee Dee 
Bridgewater's jazzy "Bad for Me," 
Billy Nichols' frantic "Give Your 
Body Up to the Music") pushed con- 
ventional instrumentation as far as it 
could go into the realm of electron- 
ics, with excessive echo, drastic 
drop-outs, radical tonal shifts, and 
anything weird they could pull out of 
the original recording. When disco 
faded in the '80s, willfully extreme 
tracks like Loose Joints' "Is It All 
Over My Face" and Lace's "Can't 
Play Around" (both remixed by 
Levan) were created with the 
Garage in mind. Without having to 
worry about airplay, disco produc- 
ers replaced the classiness of 
orchestration with all the aural fili- 
gree a mixing board could generate. 
The era may never be eclipsed, but 
the phreeky garage vibe lives on. 

BARRY WALTERS 



Kli MORRISSEY 
Southpaw Grammar 

Reprise 

Southpaw Grammar is Morrissey's 
version of classical — not classic — 
rock. The songs combine orchestral 
pieces — once literally, on "The 
Teachers Are Afraid of the Pupils," a 
thicket of symphonic riffs and rock 
percussion, elsewhere using drums 
and guitar, as on the climactic 
"Southpaw" — and pop tunes unpret- 
tied by normal contour or instrumen- 
tation. The backgrounded gray roar 
that beguiles Morrissey's voice 
comes from different shades of gui- 
tar crosstalk, the occasional bowed 
string, and moody drumming, all 
knowingly placed and accumulated. 
It's a vibe record, only eight songs 
long, but that suits Morrissey's flair 
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THE VELVET UNDERGROUND 
Pee/ Slowly and See 

Polydor 

Only the most demented Velvet Underground archivists will ever play the open- 
ing disc of this five-CD boxed set more than once, except maybe as a practical 
joke on their friends. It's a 1965 demo tape that preserves the young Lou Reed 
John Cale. and Sterling Morrison taking a few earnest swipes at some VU clas- 
sics, only they aren't classics yet; they're crap. First Cale gamely intones multi 
pie takes of "Venus in Furs," which at this point— genteel, folkishly subidued 
and ridiculously dainty — sounds a lot like "Greensleeves." Then, on "Heroin,' 
"I'm Waiting for the Man," and an, ahem, "protest song" of his own composition 
titled "Prominent Men. " a callow-sounding collegiate type takes over for some 
of the most unwittingly hilarious early-Dylan imitations ever made public, includ- 
ing repeated close encounters with a harmonica. And yup — it's Lou, all right! 

The demo makes a valuable and even touching point about this great band. 
That is, they started out as fakes, which puts them in good rock'n'roll com- 
pany — ^from the Stones to Dylan himself. Modern acolytes with nothing to lose 
but their pretensions should take heart from knowing that, in Its reckless early 
days, even the Velvet Underground wasn't the Velvet Underground. 

Something else you learn from the set is that art counts for more than 
authenticity — or maybe creates its own equivalent for it. Even on The Velvet 
Underground & Nico — reprised whole here, as are the Velvets' three other 
studio albums — "Venus in Furs" is a bookish crock. Same with "Heroin," 
whose literary sophistication bumps up incongruously against its young 
composer's yen to be as streetwise and tragic as the black Jazzbos whose 
life example he was emulating. So what? The Velvets' mus/ca/ conviction 
and originality brilliantly transformed one song into an abidingly creepy 
mood piece — and the other one, of course, into a masterpiece. 

In hindsight, it's remarkable that Reed retained his sensitivity and com- 
passion for as long as he did, not because his environment was so harsh 
but because it valued cleverness. Being introduced to New York lowlife as 
the troubadour for Andy Warhol's Factory, 
which amounted to seeing the worst of Man- 
hattan from the best seat in the house, wasn't 
exactly the same as t>eing, say, a teenage run- 
away. But the desolate empathy of his truest 
songs— from "I'll Be Your Mirror" to "Pale Blue 
Eyes" to "New Age" — owed little to scene- 
making, aruj everything to Reed^ understanding 
of what used to be called the human condition. 

The set's disheveled slew of outtakes and 
live performances conveys a revelatory sense 
of the Velvets as a working band— one whose 
members would have gladly traded in the mys- 
tique they didn't yet know they had for the suc- 
cess that always eluded them. As many of the 
lesser tunes here indicate, the Velvet Under- 
ground really thought It could use a hit single, 
sorta like the ones Gary Puckett and the Union 
Gap kept rackirfg up. On such tracks as "Foggy 
Notion" (previously on VU) and the newly dis- 
covered live-with-vocals "Guess I'm Falling In 
Love," you can hear how much the Velvets 
liked to have fun — the single rock'n'roll ingre- 
dient most under-represented In their official 
discography. They also messed around a lot: 
left to their own devices, they indulged a love of chattering, R&B-derived 
guitar workouts whose sound grew more innovative the less self-con- 
sciously "experimental" it was. (Oh — about those guitars: this set could be 
retitled The Storiirtg Morrison Story, and it wouldn't be misleading.) 

Some fans may grumble at a few of the omissions here. For instance, it^ neat 
to hear the studio "Sweet Jane" with Reed^ "heavenly wine and roses" bridge 
restored — but in that case why not Include ttie kively, fragile sketch of the song 
on Uve '69, whteh Reed Qust possitrfy gilding the lily some) used to daim was 
recorded the day he wrote It? And Where's "She's My Best Friend" (from 
VU), and "Over You' (L/ve '69)? Why stop at five CDs? We Velvets archivists 
arent all demented, txit even the sane ones want it all. tom carson 
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for drama and soi-disant comedy. 
"You say pleasant things / And there 
is no need to," he bellyaches on 
"The Operation." 

The album finds the chronicler of 
suicidal headmasters and despised 
Porsche-drivers working again with 
Steve Lillywhite. Their music here 




differs entirely from the crushed- 
flowers studio formalizations of last 
year's Vauxhall and I, building 
instead on the earlier Your Arsenal, 
Morrissey's sly, unexpected blend 
of rockabilly and glam. Even more, 
it recalls the fuzzy clarity of 
Beethoven Was Deaf, the 1993 
import-only Paris live set that also 
featured the enormous riffs and 
gnomic accents of Southpaw 
Grammar guitarists Alain Whyte 
and Boz Boorer. 

Though there's nothing as tightly 
constructed and hilarious as "The 
More You Ignore Me, the Closer I 
Get," Southpaw Grammar consoli- 
dates and improves on this gift 
Morrissey possesses for live 
rock'n'roll. It combines the rip-roar- 
ing at>andon of a crack rock band with 
the structural know-how of an old 
Sandie Shaw single. Pop perfection 
isn't the goal of these operatic 
jams, just a clarion attack answer- 
able only to itself james hunter 



WM JIM LAUDERDALE 
Evory Second Counts 

Atlantic 

On "That's Not the Way It Works," 
the second track off Every Second 
Counts, Jim Lauderdale offers 
some sage advice: keep your spir- 
its pointed toward the heavens, 
don't look for easy answers, make 
up a mind of your own. Give him 
credit for guts — it's a rare pop 
musician who dares the homiletic. 
A goofy move for sure, but what 
you really notice is Lauderdale's 
extremely confident update of the 
'70s Southern California sound. 
Though anyone who's heard him in 
concert knows that this Nashville 
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refugee can do a fine George Jones 
imitation, on record Lauderdale 
goes for something else: When 
he hits high notes his voice doesn't 
clench: it opens up, a trick he 
probably learned from Jackson 
Browne records. 

Lauderdale — who besides being 
a monstrously gifted singer seems 
like an awfully nice guy — has no 
knack for the seediness or fatalism 
that always gave L.A. country rock 
its edge. He isn't Andrew Gold, mind 
you, but his talent is for well- 
wrought self-deprecation (like this 
classic verse off his 1991 debut: 
"She got in over her head / Bless 
her heart / She could have been 
happy / But she chose me instead"), 
for elevating sensitive-guy schtick to 
the level of art {Every Second's "I'm 
Still Learning How to Crawl"), and 
for essaying soul, rock, and country 
moves with equal aplomb. Where 
the Eagles and their ilk combined 
country and rock because they had 
no faith in either and figured the two 
genres put together might add up to 
a career, Lauderdale is a true 
believer: To him there's no differ- 
ence between mastering every 
strain of American music and keep- 
ing his spirit pointed toward the 
heavens. jeff salamon 



OASIS 
(What's the Story) 
Morning Glory 

Epic 



llJ BLUR 

The Great Escape 

Virgin 

The more Blur and Oasis act British 
by pretending to be funny without 
punch lines on their long-awaited 
new albums (long-awaited in Eng- 
land, anyway, where they released 
"competing singles" August 14), 
the less I like them. Oasis's quirks 
grate on me, especially barbershop 
piano mincing like "She's Electric." 
Blur actually does a song about 
a nowhere man, named "Ernold 
Same" because he does the same 
thing every day (oh, I get it), and 
their kitsch-load of music-hall 
hurdy gurdy/Salvation Army-brass/ 
zoo-kazoo ballads makes me want 
to kick their precious little shins. 

Still, Blur's "Girls & Boys" on 
Parklife bent genders like the Wait- 
resses' 1978 track "The Comb" 
("The boy likes the girl / But the 
boy she likes / Is the boy that 



Cr:i 



I 



dances with the boy / 'Cause the 
girls won't dance") oniy with synth 
hoolts cheesy enough to stinl< up 
an '80s Italodisco factory. And 
Oasis's best song, "Live Forever," 
had sexy waves of guitar upswing- 
ing into John Lennon crunchiness; 
the part that went "maybe you're 
the same as me" made me imagine 
playing it to people I had crushes 
on. On the increasingly encourag- 
ing evolutionary scale of British 
guitar bands shunning sleepy 
noise bullshit (My Bloody Valen- 
tine) in favor of concrete songs 
with coherent vocal hooks in the 
forefront ("Trouble" by Shampoo), 
Oasis and Blur belong somewhere 
in the middle, with Radiohead, 
Suede, and the Auteurs. 

Oasis's Liam Gallagher sings how 
Blur's twerp should — he whines, hic- 
cups, quivers, twists vowels to the 
stretching point Johnny Rotten- 
style— "sun-shee-ine," "ack-shee- 
unn." His good songs tend to be 
three-quarters affecting/one-quarter 
affected, and his beat is your basic 
bang-a-gong under guitar melodies 
exploring blues and swishing toward 
pomp. (What's the Story) Morning 
Glory feels less tuneful and more 
complacent than Oasis's first CD; 
generic classic rock replaces the old 
Bowie glitter, like a prep-school ver- 



sion of Soul Asylum, though some- 
times with a thick Urge Overkill '70s 
highway roll to it. 

On The Great Escape, Blur turns 
the rotating-robot staccato silver- 
ware clank of manlier Limeys like 
Elastica and Supergrass into dance- 
oriented pop muzik. When it's 
swirling fast and busy, it's wonder- 
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ful. But even ricocheting herky-jerks 
like "Charmless Man" and "Globe 
Alone" come off detached and emo- 
tionally stiff, and the eight-or-so 
bouncy zig-zags are offset by eight- 
or-so Tin Pan Alley prissers. Near 
as I can decipher, they've got con- 
tempt for the upper middle class, 
but if Blur truly wanna be "profound " 
or "satirical," maybe they should 
start by avoiding easy targets. 
1995's all-important Britpop Battle 
ends in a tie! chuck eddy 



RAEKWON 
Only Built 4 Cuban Unx... 

Loud/RCA 

Only Built 4 Cuban Unx is the sonic 
equivalent of a John Woo movie: 
tales filled with gunshots ("Glaciers 
of Ice"), assassins with their own 
special codes of morals ("Incarcer- 
ated Scarfaces"), and a beautiful 
woman mourning the loss of a lover 
caught up in the drama ("Rainy 
Dayz"). Woo believes in long takes 
shot in real time, with a seamless 
slow-motion pacing that turns even 
the most brutal depictions of vio- 
lence into cinematically elegance. 
Wu-Tang Clan member Raekwon's 
hard rock depictions of life in the 
street, as bolstered by The RZA's 
kinetic musical cinematography, 
function similarly: what's always set 
Wu-Tang apart from other rap 
groups is execution. 

The working adjective here is 
chaos — by the truckload. In the same 
way that De La Soul's producer 
Prince Paul innovated sampling and 
multi-tracking, The RZA has taken 
the art form to new heights. Boogie- 
woogie piano lines clash with bone- 
crunching backbeats, banshee-like 
vocal wails (provided by the talented 
Blue Raspberry) compete with each 



other, all seasoned with gunshots, 
raindrops, dialogue from Woo's The 
Killer, and just about anything else 
you could imagine. 

But as impressive as the sonic 
mosaic is behind all 18 full-length 
tracks, the vocals are still the center- 
piece. Like his lyrical predecessor 
Kool G. Rap, Raekwon paints pic- 
tures so vivid you smell the gunpow- 
der and wipe the blood on your shirt- 
tails. His solo pieces sparkle, like the 
hyperrealistic "Knowledge God" and 
haunting "Incarcerated Scarfaces," 
but he brings on enough of his boys 
to keep the mix exciting. Where most 
MCs are on some T-Rex king of the 
dinosaurs shit, Raekwon and the 
rest of his brethren are 'raptors, 
highly intelligent pack hunters who 
hit their verbal prey from every pos- 
sible angle, as if they were one 
entity. Posse efforts like "Guillotine," 
"Ice Cream," and "Wu-Gambinos" 
match and in some cases surpass 
anything on Enter the Wu-Tang (36 
Chambers). On "Heaven & Hell" and 
"Rainy Dayz," where Rae and his 
best crime-partner Ghost Face Killer 
team up, they complement each 
other perfectly, like Don Vito Cor- 
leone and Luca Brasi, Butch Cas- 
sidy and the Sundance Kid, or O.J. 
Simpson and Al Cowlings. 

CHEO H. CHOKER 
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More than 6 hours of music, 
featuring digitally remastered 
versions of their first 
four albums, 25 previously 
unreleased tracks, and more. 
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EM THE FLAMING LIPS 
Clouds Taste MatalHc 

Warner Bros. 

The Flaming Lips are a bit of an 
anachronisnn. Rather than exacer- 
bating the druggy glamorization of 
heroin that riddles so much grunge, 
their world is full of bubbles, Ferris 
wheels, and flying saucers — a more 
old-fashioned pharmacopia of fun. 
The sound reflects '60s rockers like 
the Small Faces as much as it does 
the Butthole Surfers — singer Wayne 
Coyne's sweet but strangled vocals 
lilt charmingly across a field of elec- 
tric noise. The Flaming Lips are 




sometimes dismissed as hick-town 
headbangers or goofy surrealists, 
but In fact their lyrics are seldom 
without some gentle-but-pointed 
metaphor or reproof 

In "Christmas at the Zoo," Coyne 
wanders around freeing the animals, 
tHJt it turns out none of them want to 
leave — kind of like most people's 
unwillingness to strike out on their 
own. And on the album's phenome- 
nally poignant one-two punch of an 
ending, an almost hymnal ballad 
atKiut man's inhumanity to man 
called "Evil Will Prevail" — likely a 
reference to the Oklahoma City 
bombing, which occurred only a few 
blocks away from the studio this LP 
was recorded Irt — segues into "Bad 
Days," an equally lovely song (which 
also appeared on 1994's Providing 
Noodles for Your Balloons EP and 
this year's soundtrack to Batman 
Forever) about soaring above the 
mundanity of everyday life. 

Alas, the new record doesn't have 
a song quite as groove-laden as "Turn 
It On" or "She Don't Use Jelly," the 
surprise radio hits that welled out of 
1993's breakthrough Transmissions 
from the Satellite Heart. But ttie Lips 
are still a unique voice within the post- 
grunge nightmare of soundalike 
alternative rock, creating a rarefied 
musical atmosphere full of humanity, 
kindness, and humor. This is made 
abundantly obvious on "Guy Who 
Got a Headache and Accidentally 
Saves the World," when the song's 



protagonist characteristically yells, 
"Goodbye everybody! Have a happy 
life... it looks like brighter days are 
ahead for the whole planet." It sura 
as hell ain't the message Kurt Cot>ain 
left us with, but that's all the more 
reason to relish it oina Arnold 
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VARIOUS ARTISTS 
It's Hard to Believo It: The 
Amazing World of Joe Meek 

Razor & Tie 

Who was Joe Meek? A cut-price 
Spector crafting pocket sym- 
phonies in his North London studio 
for a stable of dodgy pre-Beatles 
comt>os? Yes, but the parallel I pre- 
fer is between Meek and the Aphex 
Twin, both obsessed with weird 
noises, sound-ln-itself. As a pro- 
ducer. Meek cobbled together his 
own echo-units a decade before 
dut>-pioneer King Tubby did, and he 
was playing psychedelic tricks 
such as running tapes backward 
years in advance of Revolver. 

The difference between Aphex 
Twin and Meek is that Meek was 
obliged to lend his otherworldly lus- 
ter to corny pop tunes, while the 
tools at his disposal were journey- 
man English rock'n'roll musicians as 
opposed to samplers and synths. 
Mind you, for his biggest hit, the 
Tornados' "Telstar" (half a year in 
the U.K. charts, three weeks at No. 1 
in America), Meek deployed a proto- 
synth called the clavioline. And then 
there was / Hear a New World, his 
1960 concept EP about outer space 
and alien folkways. The two extracts 
here, "Valley of the Saroos" and 




"The Bulbllght," sound uncannily 
close to avant-techno eccentrics like 
Mouse on Mars with their dissonant 
music-box chimes, woozy Hawaian 
guitar, and heavily revert>ed percus- 
sion. By comparison, most of the 
dated ditties on "It's Hard" require 
your keenest sense of camp. But 
even schlock like the Honeycombs' 
"Have I the Right?" emits an unearthly, 
plastique-fantastique gleam. 

Morbidly obsessed with Buddy 
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Holly, Meek committed suicide in 
1967, eight years to the day after 
Holly's untimely demise. Atop deep- 
rooted psychological problems, 
Meek was terrified that the British 
beat boom had rendered him a relic. 
Today, he's recognized as a vision- 
ary by the likes of Stereolab and 
Saint Etienne, while Morrissey 
learned half of what he knows from 
childhood exposure to the Meek- 
produced/John Leyton-crooned 
"Johnny Remember Me." Some- 
where up there. Meek is laughing 
the laughter of the vindicated. 
(Razor & Tie, P.O. Box 585, Cooper 
Station, New York, NY 10276) 

SIMON REYNOLDS 



CJ P.M. DAWN 
Jesus Wept 

Gee Street/Island 

P.M. Dawn's smiling Buddha, Prince 
Be, started out as the brightest radio 
evangelist of the '90s by blending an 
angelic soul style with New Roman- 
tic synth pop, elevating the mix with 
a heavenly mission and a hip-hop 
beat. Even then, though, darkness 
lurked — by The Bliss Album, Prince 
Be seemed to be signaling that the 



melancholy beneath his plush 
sound covered a deeper tension 
between natural desire and self- 
negating desirelessness. That strug- 
gle dominates and ultimately mars 
Jbsus Wept. 

Prince Be's confusing meditations 
here reveal a soul in conflict, wishing 
to connect with the worid around him 
yet unable to allow himself close 
enough to care. Several cuts ("Miles 
From Anything," "The Puppet Show," 
"Sometimes I Miss You So Much") 
lament over separation from a loved 
one; the subtitle of the last cut, "Ded- 
icated to Christ Consciousness," 
suggests that Prince Be's amour is 
not of this worid, but the torment in 
his whine proves he's still experienc- 
ing the loss as basic human heart- 
break. When he sings "Everything's 
all right / Almost everyone I know 
believes in God," he sounds like he's 
trying to convince himself 

P.M. Dawn's refutation of hard- 
core hip-hop's macho rules proved 
that inner harmony, both musical 
and emotional, could be as irre- 
sistible as the noise of conflict. But 
Jesus Wept is a wrestling match 
with the devil. The album ends with 
a strange medley of Prince's "1999," 
Talking Heads' "Once in a Lifetime," 
and Harry Nilsson's "Coconut" — 



songs with little to connect them on 
the surface, but whose creators all 
achieved some kind of balance 
between anxiety, mystery, and joy. 
Is Prince Be trying to teach himself 
a lesson? Once he's learned it, per- 
haps, his new revelations will lift him 
back up again. ahn powers 




K.D. LANG 



All You Can Eat 

Warner Bros. 

The title is so brilliant — fusing k.d. 
iang's out-lesbianism and anti-meat 
crusading — that I was expecting a 
raucous, raunchy album. Instead, 
All You Can Eat is as mannered a 
groove as she's ever offered, its 
sound fixed t>y the absence of pedal 
steeiist Greg Leisz (taking with him 
Iang's country roots), replaced by 
domineering keyboards and looped 
synth patterns. Lang's own distant 
croons actually feel less human at 
times than the 4/4 metronome Ran- 
dall Stoii, whose tap on the skins 
and high-hats is so palpable he 
recalls the glory days of Ai Jack- 
son's work with Ai Green. The syn- 
thetic funk of All You Can Eat 
sounds all-natural, more soulful 



than new age, more alterna than 
adult. These songs haven't an 
ounce of singer-songwriter fat. 

But I'm still tempted to ask: 
Where's the beef? Excepting "I Want 
It All," a classic that concludes the 
proceedings as fervently as "Con- 




stant Craving" did Ingenue, the air- 
iessness of All You Can Eat is its 
most impressive quality — the timed 
husk when iang sings "sex" in "Sex- 
uality," the elegantly sterile Cole 
Porter-esque rhymes of "You're 
O.K.," "Acquiesce" beating with the 
severe geometry of Madonna's Erot- 
ica. Pop junkies can enjoy such cold- 
ness for its extremity, the same way 
we would the white-heat of Ministry 
or Napalm Death. Make the effort 
and you might appreciate, though it's 
doubtful you'll love, one of the hard- 
est albums of 1995. eric weisbard 
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HEMPILATION 

Features homegrown/unreleased 
tracks by The Black Crowes, Blues 
Traveler, 311. Cypress Hill. Ian 
Moore, Gov't Mule. Widespread 
Panic and many more! 

(Capricorn) 




bers ot Widespread Panic! 
Includes "Good Morning Mr. Hard 
On". "Nuff said. (Capricorn) 
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MV/Albany/Troy: Music Shack 
OH/Bowling Green: Finders 
Rl/Newport: Music Box 

IX/Austin: Waterloo 
VA/Rlchmond: Plan Nine 




THE JOYKILLER 

On tour now... Joykiller 
TSOL's Jack Grisham! It 
powder, you know... Bang, and 
stuff! -J. Vargus Weekend Warrior 
(Epitaph) 



"The Pleasure E.P." 
Sometimes melody can cut glass. 
The strength of this mid-western 
trio is evident on this stellar debut. 
Features "The Prize" and "Wishing 
Well". (Cherry Disc) 
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Until November 9, only 
Foot Locker has this 

Reebok® Kamikaze II 
basketball shoe 

in black and white. 

Of course, we're also 

the only place to have 
it in kid sizes too. 

Raaboli 



That means the only 

other place you 
can find them is on 
Shawn Kemp's feet . 
And you can't have his. 



GRUNGE WAS SPENT, indie rock raided, pop-punk 
primed for a sophomore slump, the flirtation with 
one-word British invaders a giddy memory, and 
the album-rock format way over (poor Slash). So 
"modem rock" excess developed a new strategy — 
promote from within. Result: "Corporate Alternative," 
as Industry Insiders termed it. Or more bluntly, 
soundalike fake grunge, I.e., "scrunge." A Taco Bell 
advertisement summed up the genre precisely: 
"Some people call it modern rock. Some people 
call It aKernative. We call it dinner music." 

Better Than Ezra, "Good"; "In the Blood" 
(Elektra/EEG) Pleasant trio of New Orleans joes 
whose scrunge bust-out soaked up a Nirvana-ish 
bassline in service of a nonsensical, phonetic 
chorus that was perfect for lunchroom sing- 
alongs while your mouth was full of peanut butter 
The follow-up is Pearl Jammed crybaby rock. 

Bush, "Come Down" (Trauma/lnterscope) 

The ultimate scrunge band. On video they sound 
exactly like Pearl Jam, onstage they sound exactly 
like Nirvana, and on CD they sound exactly like a 
CD spinning around and around and around. 

Collective Soul, "December"; "Smashing 
Young Man" (Atlantic) This suburt>an Atlanta 
studio band found a great scrunge riff ("Shine") 
under a rock in Eddie Vedder's backyard and 
won't stop showing it to everybody. Recent 
MTV Online postings superimposed over the 
band's video: "I hear all of Collective Soul 
wear wigs"; "My cat wants to type something." 

Dandelion, "Weird-Out" (Ruffhouse/Columbia) 

A Bleach-era heist that may t>e too slackadaisical 
to get them arrested, but "Trailer Park Giri," 
an album track, sets off all the scrunge alarms. 

Filter, "Hey Man, Nice Shot" (Reprise) 

A sardonic suicide song about Trent Reznor's 
dog. Points off for naming their album 
{Short Bus) after a form of transportation for 
developmentally challenged students. 

Foo Fighters, "This Is a 
Call" (Roswell/ 
Capitol) Refusing 
to play the 
scrunge fall 
guys, Dave 
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by Charles Aaron 
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Grohl's post-Nirvana band gleefully recombines 
his teen obsessions — the pop-sawy hardcore of 
the Little '80s and arena-pop trash of the Fat '70s. 
Chorus of the year: "Fingernails are pretty / 
Fingernails are good." 

Garbage, "Vow" (Almo Sounds/Geffen) 

Engineered by Nirvana enabler Butch Vig. And 
even though they sound totally prefat} — like 
Bunnymen wannat)es doing '90s reverb angst — 
the singer hints at a pleasingly pissy personality. 
But I swear that's Aldo Nova on lead guitar. 

Hootie & the Blowfish, "Only Wanna Be 
With You" (Atlantic) Listen, I know they're 
Pearl Jam for ex-frat boys with mortgages, but do 
they have to play golf? Yeah, I guess they do. 

Hum, "Stars" (RCA) Blatant Flaming Lips lift 
with Albini-influenced guitar calisthenics. Howard 
Stern digs 'em. 

Silverchair, "Tomorrow" (Epic) If Pearl Jam 
doesn't make a video soon, we're all in big trouble 

Sponge, "Molly" (The Work Group) With that 
annoying "Human Wreckage Song" (or whatever) 
behind them. Sponge are on their way to 
becoming the wimps de resistance of the 
scrunge circuit. Big Babys with big hooks, they 
render Big '80s weekend specials unnecessary. 

Tripping Daisy, "I Got a Girl" (Island) They're 
auditioning to be the Weird Als of scrunge, or 
at least the Dead Milkmen, but sometx>dy t>etter 
send material, fast. Producer (and Fugazi 
fellow traveler) Ted Niceley never struck me as 
much of a yukmeister. 

Jennifer Trynin, "Better Than Nothing" 
(Squint/Warner Bros.) She will never be 
scrunge's blowjob queen. A great song for 
joyriding around the writers' colony. 

Weezer, "Say It Ain't So" (DGC) Tortured 
nerds or calculating drips? Here, they do Unrest 
as stadium rock, and why not? Mark 
Robinson is tnisy vi/riting strummy 
paeans to World Cup soccer. 

Silverchair: from left, Ben Gillies, 
Chris Joannou, and Daniel Johns. 
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Screen Savers 



Get Shorty 

Directed by Barry Sonnenfeld 
MGM 

Mallrats 

Directed by Kevin Smitti 
Gramercy 



WAS JOHN TRAVOLTA ever young? 
Did he once make stupid with the 
Sweathogs and dance to the Bee 
Gees under the shattered light of the 
great disco ball? Watching Travolta 
spread the bliss through the terrifi- 
cally entertaining Get Shorty, it's 
hard to remember when the actor 
didn't look exactly like he does now: 
vaguely fleshy, maybe even a little 
voluptuous, a Tiger Beat poster boy 
who went to seed {Staying Alive), 
went to hell {Look Who's Talkirtg), 
got kissed by a frog (Mr. Tarantino to 
you), and found himself resurrected 
as one of the most commanding and 
charming presences in movies today. 

In Gef Shorty Travolta is Chili 
Palmer, a low-end loan shark 
scratching out a living in Miami 
Beach. When Chili first enters, he's 
hitting his mark in a low-rent Italian 
eatery, the blurry t>ackdrop to a thou- 
sand and one wiseguy intrigues. Two 
beats later, though, he's giving chase 
to a welsher and catching a tan in 
L.A., only to find himself working the 
Hollywood angle alongside a pack of 
players, casualties, and fellow mob- 
sters, a swarm given noble and gid- 
dily Ignoble life by Gene Hackman, 
Ren6 Russo, Danny DeVito and Del- 
roy Lindo, among others. Like the 
Elmore Leonard novel it adapts, Gef 
Shorty is fast, very funny, minorly 
caustic, and about as consequential 
and lasting as the movies Chili him- 
self tries to green-light 

As Chili, Travolta is cool, cool, 
cool, a study in black from his 
loafers to the slick of his hair. 
There's something awfully familiar 
about this Florida fixer, who's picked 
up some of his moves from the 
school of Scorsese. When Travolta 
saunters down the white-hot streets 
of Miami, that hint of the familiar 
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turns into a crashing wave. Those 
hips, that smile — it's the walk, all 
right, and the guy making his move 
is none other than Tony "Saturday 
Night Fever" Manero, back from the 
dead and better than ever. 

The cinematic recovery of Tra- 
volta is deeply pleasurable to 
behold, one of the better conse- 
quences of movies in the age of 
Tarantino. (Tarantino, himself heav- 
ily indebted to Leonard — who paid 
back the compliment by alluding to 
Reservoir Dogs in one of his sto- 
ries — urged Travolta to sign on for 
Get Shorty.) It's a further irony that 
Tarantino's success has allowed 
into the moviestream Leonard's sig- 
nature style and tough-guy patois, 
dialogue that lets stars remind the 
world that once they were actors, or 
at least more than tabloid carrion. 
Add to this the kick that the star In 
question had a reputation adrift 
somewhere between the sewers 
and the gutter. Travolta brandished 
his tits in Pulp Fiction; no doubt he 
would have gone to third base if 
that's what Tarantino wanted. 

TrafTicking in celebrity for ego and 
profit has been a signature trait of 
directors such as Robert Altman and 
Woody Allen. Tarantino recast that 
equation by resurrecting Travolta, 
and not simply trotting him out like a 
dog or a pony. Yet, while this worked 
for Travolta or even Bruce Willis, 
star-salvage isn't invariably a revela- 
tion, as in Gef Shorty, where Danny 
DeVito is funny but distracting as a 




two-bit Michael Douglas. In Mallrats, 
the new movie by writer-director 
Kevin Smith, distraction arrives in 
the person of Shannen Doherty, 
who, while cuter than DeVito, and 
certainly more promising a prospect 
for reclamation, feels more like a tro- 
phy, an add-on, than an icon reborn. 

Doherty, erstwhile prime-time 
princess of Fox, has had a tough 
time finding her niche since she got 
booted off the Zeitgeist. Post- 
Brenda, there were straight-to- 
videos and a turn as the hellcat 
who penned Gone With the Wind, 
but nothing as good as Mallrats. 
The second of Smith's so-called 
Jersey Trilogy, Mallrats is the fol- 
lowup to the fledgling auteur's 
debut Clerks, only this time pitched 
at middle-class diddling instead of 
working-class sore feet. 

Although shot for something like 
six million more dollars {Clerks 



came in under thirty grand), Mall- 
rats is every bit as loose and ram- 
bling as Smith's rookie effort, track- 
ing a day in the life of two young 
guys and a handful of dolls (Bar- 
bies every one), all of whom con- 
verge at the local mall to graze and 
fuck in the elevator. As thin yet 
enticing as Doherty's thighs, Mall- 
rats is primarily a showcase for 
Smith's enviable facility for spin- 
ning scatological piffle into movie 
gold (Question: Why are movie 
boys so obsessed with anal sex?). 
Doherty is fine, if a bit pinched, 
romping in a playground made for 
boys and playing second t>anana to 
skate-thrasher-turned-potential-star 
Jason Lee. Smith hasn't written 
Doherty the sort of material that 
will catapult her onto the A list, but 
neither has he shamed her. Given 
time, he might make history; lucky 
her, she gets to be a footnote. • 



Pretty hate machine: from left, Johnathon Schaech, 
Rose McGowan, and James Duval 
in The Doom Generation. 




COMING ATTRACTION 

Gregg Araki's The Doom Genera- 
tion (Samuel Goldwyn) delivers all 
the fun, fear, and loathing its title 
promises, and then some. A blister- 
ing story of two boys and a girl on 
the run, the film is Jules and Jim by 
way of Natural Born Killers, steeped 
in eroticism and much hardcore atti- 
tude. Sometimes it's simply hate- 
ful—the ending is a puerile screech 
instead of a howl. But most of the 
time that attitude is right on, a 
frenzied collision of fury, despair, 
desire, and mass-cult obsession. 
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Lost and Spaced 



Too Something 

Sundays, 8:30 pm est, Fox 

Space: Above and Beyond 

Sundays, 7:00 pm est. Fox 



EVEN THOUGH SPIN'S incisive movie 
critic of the time lauded last year's 
My Life's in Turnaround for its 
"shameless imbecility," the film 
failed to cause more than the 
mildest of indie ripples. It comes as 
something as a surprise, then, to 
peruse the new season schedules 
and discover that Eric Schaeffer 
and Donal Lardner Ward, the two 
"fey, yammering clowns" ["The Other 
Summer Movie Guide," July '94] who 
wrote, directed, and starred in the 
film, now have their own prime-time 
sitcom on Fox, nestling in the plum 
Sunday slot t>etween The Simpsons 
and Married.. .Witti Children. 

Too Something, their oddly 
titled vehicle, finds Schaeffer — 
diminutive, hyperactive, intense — 
and Ward — long of hair, Roman of 
nose, dazed of demeanor — still 
fey and yammering, but trading in 
their previous Idiot independent 
filmmaker scenario for a setup that 
makes them apartment-sharing 
mailroom workers. Hitting a comedic 
tone somewhere between stoned 
rambling and cute banter, the 
two traffic in a mumbled lexicon that 
makes heavy use of the words 
"many," "several," "obtain," and 
"enjoy" (e.g., "I enjoy my new girl- 
friend"). With a light foot on the plot 
pedal, the show's main point of 
interest — much the same as in My 
Life — is the determinedly puckish 
Schaeffer's attempts to woo and 
win doll-faced financial executive 
Maria (Portia de Rossi). 



Mutual friends put Schaeffer 
and Ward (great-grandson of Ring 
Lardner) into each other's orbit. "It's 
no accident that when I became 
willing to be open to work 
with someone else, stuff 
started happening," says 
Schaeffer, a man open to 
many and several philoso- 
phies. "I was somebody 
who was like, I don't need 
you, I've written 20 screen- 
plays, I know what I'm 
doing, it's me me me. And 
when, for whatever reason, 
the willingness came to 
work with Donny, I don't 
say that God has a hand in 
every little thing that's hap- 
pening, but...." He trails off. 
I enjoy his meaning. 

My Life's in Turnaround 
failed to elevate the duo's 
underground presence to 
that of a Tarantino, a Kevin 
Smith, or even an Edward 
Burns. What it did do 
was ensure them many 
and several trips to Los 
Angeles. "We were totally 
eschewed by the indepen- 
dent film scene, but we 
were embraced by Holly- 
wood," confirms Schaeffer. 
Efrem Seeger, a sitcom executive 
with years in the Dear John, Fresh 
Prince, and Hangin' With Mr Cooper 
trenches, proved a kindred spirit. 
The Zen-like producer explains: 
"One day I woke up from a dream, it 
was like six in the morning, and 
I had dreamed what is the first 
two scenes of our show, literally 
dreamed them. I called Eric in New 
York, I must have sounded like I was 
stoned. I said, 'I've dreamed the 
pilot, I know this is going to happen, 
it's like a vision.' He called me back 



saying, 'I'm in L.A., let's set up a 
meeting.' It was like this weird amaz- 
ing thing, the universe lined up at 
the right time." 

Seeger had no trouble arranging 
network support. "What we pitched 
was two guys who are unwilling to 
give up their enthusiasm for pursu- 
ing their dreams. Two guys who 
have their own sense of reality and 
nothing stands between them and 
what they want to accomplish. I 
don't hit anyone over the head with 
it but I feel that is the recurring 
theme of the show. Did you get 
that? Did that come across?" 

Sort of. A little of Schaeffer and 
Ward's brand of charm goes a long 
way. Their whimsy is kind of 
one-note, and a duo without any 
internal conflict — imagine The Odd 
Couple (a show frequently refer- 
enced by Schaeffer and Ward) with 
two Felix Ungers — is going to run 
into trouble. Maybe their visual 



Above And Beyond, the ongoing 
saga of twenty-first-century Earth's 
battle with unnamed alien foes, is 
awash with computer-generated inter- 
galactic dogfights, otherworldly bad 
guys encased in head-to-toe black 
body armor, and conflicted young 
heroes peering bravely out from 
underneath personalized helmets. 

The story kicks off in 2063 with 
two sickening young lovers plan- 
ning to start a new life together on 
one of the planets Earth Is colonizing. 
They're separated when an affirma- 
tive action directive planned to 
appease the vocal minority of artifi- 
cially gestated in vitro citizens 
(known derisively as Tanks) means 
that fresh-faced Nathan (Morgan 
Weisser) has to stay home while a 
Tank gets his place on the new 
colony. Naturally, his beloved is 
slaughtered by alien gunfire. A 
heartbroken but vengeful Nathan 
signs up for the Space Marine Corps. 



Must be a Tank Job: 
Rodney Rowland in Space: 
Above and Beyond. 




hook — High five (slap each other's 
palms)! Self high five (slap own 
palms)! — will swiftly become a de 
rigueur gesture of greeting, but 
I somehow feel their Fox future 
will be as gleaming as that enjoyed 
by Chris Elliott. 

WAR IS HELL. No sooner did George 
Lucas make public his plans to initi- 
ate the eternally anticipated Star 
Wars prequels than a couple of 
ex-X Files writer-producers launched 
a sneaky preemptive strike. Space: 



Fellow grunt Cooper Hawkes 
(Rodney Rowland) is a Tank. Nathan 
hates Tanks. If it weren't for those 
stinking Tanks, he'd be staring into 
his sappy girlfriend's eyes until the 
sun burns out. Thus, conflict sim- 
mers within the unit as well as in the 
galaxy. Space is a goofy but agree- 
able mixture of daytime-soap emot- 
ing and video-game splatter, entirely 
free of the big scares, haunting 
questions, and sly humor that make 
X Files so engrossing to watch and 
so tedious to discuss. • 



a beautifully trashy record 
with just the right mix of f"*-you 
attitude and lethargic melody." 

-Seconds Uagaitne 




The new album featuring 



and TRAILER EARK GIRL. 



Produced by Phil Nlcolo.i 
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GREATEST HITS 

Includes 

Rush and The Globe . 

plus 13 more B.A.D. classics. 

Compilation Produced by Mick Jones. 
Management by Gary Kurfirst/Ira I.ippy for Overland Productions. 

COLUMBIA 

httpy/www.sony.com 

•Columbia' R«g- aaPal 4 Tm. Olt. Ma«« R«as«.»<Ja -C ! 995 Sony Music Emonalnnwnt wc 



pmmmim 

by Madison Smartt Bell 



Sex Bombs 



Junglee Girl 

By Ginu KamanI 
Aunt Lute Books 



THE PHRASE JUNGLEE GIRL means 
"wild and uncontrollable woman," 
and the point of friction for GInu 
Kamani's first collection of stories Is 
that what makes one a junglee girl in 
India are the very same qualities 
most respected among Western 
women: Independence, Intellectual 
autonomy, pursuit of self-fulfillment. 
Strained between two alien soci- 
eties, Kamani's junglee heroines 
must reconcile the values of a West- 
em education with the traditions of a 
home culture where women often 
have small status and no rights. 

Several of the stories are told tiy a 
child of a wealthy and partially West- 
ernized household in India; her con- 
tact with the more antique elements 
of Indian society comes from ser- 
vants or lower-caste school-friends, 
(n "Shakuntala," the child discovers 
that her maidservant has a blind kit- 
ten living between her legs. "I am 
feeding her with the only food I can 
give," Shakuntala explains. "Blood 
and milk." The blood is menstrual. 



and the milk plentiful t>ecause 
Shakuntala's infant daughter (of neg- 
ative value because of her sex) has 
recently been murdered t>y her fam- 
ily. The blind kitten, says Shakun- 
tala, is "the only daughter I have." 

In other stories we see this nar- 
rator as an adult, now made con- 
scious of the conflict by her First 
World experiences. "Ciphers," in 
which she bickers with a tradition- 
bound Gujarati counterpart on a 
train crossing India, lays out the 
issue: "What matters is that I am 
sexual," she imagines telling the 
other woman. "Being sexual has 
reshaped my knowledge, my feel- 
ings, my very breath. That Is what 
fools you; that is what you turn 
away from in yourself when you 
turn away from me." In "The Cure," 
the narrator's difference is symbol- 
ized by her outlandish physical 
growth — a condition which the 
witch doctor who treats her con- 
nects to "the aberrance of your 
maidenhead." Ultimately, the narra- 
tor uses her frightening size and 
sexuality to banish her tormentors: 
"Don't you understand that I'm big- 
ger than all of you? Get out!" 

Kamani graphically descrit>es the 
most savage injustices in the lives 



Baby Be-Bop 

By Francesca Lia Block 
HarperCollins 



When Dirk pulled up in the high school parking lot of 
Francesca Lia Block's 1989 novel Weetzie Bat, all the 
girls swooned at his shoe-polish mohawk and 
smudged-sad eyes. Including Weetzie, the hyper 
heroine who sucked down Los Angeles' pop culture 
like a strawberry sundae and got dizzy wishing punk 
was more pink than black. But Dirk was gay and 
things got complicated. The fifth installment of this 
not-just-for-young-adults series skateboards back to 
his unsettled childhood — no parents, nurturing 
grandma, cool car, predatory skinheads. Though 
Block's prose recalls the original novel's fragrant, 
dreamy swirl. Dirk's struggle to accept and tell his own 
story jolts you into stark reality. charles aaron 
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of her Indian women, often adapting 
an intense surrealism that recalls 
Gabriel Garcia M^rquez and Salman 
Rushdie. For the heroine of "Tears 
of Kamala," a victim of nightly mari- 
tal rape, sex is a torture which the 
one hundred magical tears she cries 
daily can only briefly alleviate. 
Other, more realistic stories offer 
surprisingly sympathetic insights 
into "backward" points of view: 
"This Anju" adapts, with great sym- 
pathy, the viewpoint of mothers and 
mothers-in-law, typically seen as the 
Jailkeepers of married life. The "wife- 
slave" narrator of "Younger Wife" 
recognizes the men of the house by 
their feet l>ecause she is forbidden 
to look at their faces — but her 
involvement with her husband's 
deformed toes is one of the book's 
most powerfully erotic moments. 



and if this story reveals real hor- 
ror It also unveils true love. 

Rebellious as the junglee 
women are, Junglee Girt is not 
entirely a work of retiellion. 
Kamani is certainly a feminist in 
her way, but hardly a sexual sep- 
aratist. Her sensuality registers 
as strongly as her intellect, and 
the sensuous quality of her writ- 
ing is the principle source of its 
power. Human sexual behavior, 
as Andrea Dworkin has noted, is 
inherently politically incorrect, 
and for Kamani, sex epitomizes 
her inextricable involvement with 
the Indian culture she resists 
without altogether rejecting. 

Since all Americans originate 
somewhere else, we have always 
been fond of stories of vexed 
assimilation, which shed some 
light on what we are by showing 
what we're not. The perpetual 
question of assimilation into Western 
culture is how to free yourself with- 
out destroying your roots — and 
Kamani's junglee girl has a charming 
inclination to want everything tx>th 
ways. Kamani is deft in using this 
paradox to create erotic tension. For 
all its atavistic stickiness, sex is 
more than just a trap, and tl>e junglee 
girl always wants (along with her 
freedom) to be admired, loved, 
enjoyed. In full flight from an 
arranged-marriage scheme that has 
cobwebbed itself around her in the 
middle of New York City, Daya, the 
heroine of "Just Between Indians," 
pauses to accept the adoration of a 
hot-dog vefKlor wtio cani figure out if 
she's Armenian, Turkish, Egyptian, or 
Let>anese. "So many years of anger," 
she marvels, "and this man sees 
only tieauty in my face." • 



Invented Moralities: Sexual 
Values In an Age of Uncertainty 

By Jeffrey Weeks 
Columbia University Press 



invented 
Moralities 



Britain's leading historian of sexuality — taught 
t>y Foucault that all beliefs are socially 
engineered — throws off his training here to 
argue passionately for sexual values. Except 
his ethics won't make you gag: "It is not 
what you do. but how you do it that should 
matter." Not whether you're married, or which 
orifice you prefer, but your commitment to 
intimacy, responsibility, alluring strangeness. 
Not just preaching to the converted, Weeks 
pointedly endorses citizenship and solidarity to 
those congratulating themselves on their 
transgressions. The shadow of AIDS hangs over this txx>k, yet In a 
t>eautiful way: the intensity and care with which HIV-positive people 
treat t>eing alive is Weeks's vision for all of us. eric weisbard 
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19 songs spanning 22 years. 

Includes Peaches En Regalia, Don t Eat The Yellow Snow. 
Danein' Fool, Valley Girl. Joe's Garage, and Dirty Love. 



In a perfect world, 
every one would've been a Top Ten hit. 
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FREEZE YOUR MIND 

continued from page 64 

lower his temperature until it was just above the 
freezing point. For close to an hour Miles 
showed no heart and no brain activity, but after 
being gradually restored to room temperature, 
and filled with a fresh supply of blood. Miles 
awakened in perfect health, with no discernible 
brain damage. Today, at 12 years old, he's 
playfully frisky, barking, wagging his tail, and 
serving as mascot to Segall's lab. 

Since the Miles experiment, Segall, a long- 
time cryonicist signed up for suspension with 
cryonics firm TransTime, has done more dogs 
and half a dozen bat>oons, for increasing lengths 
of time. He is currently worldng on non-cryonic 
applications for his blood substitute, which may 
prove useful in common medical emergencies. 

Such demonstrations have an immediate 
visceral effect; they blur the tx)undaries between 
life and death. Yet it's not entirely clear what 
relevance they have to the project of cryonic 
revival. First off, the animals are cooled but not 
frozen. In liquid nitrogen, many internal 
structures, including the brain, develop stress 
fractures and cracks (not surprisingly, 
cryonicists say that can be fixed, too). And it's 
hard not to point out that the animals are alive to 
begin with. 

What cryonicists are left with is faith in the 

Future, capital F. What distinguishes cryonic 
faith from the religious variety is its extreme and 
almost comic literal-mindedness. There is 
nothing transcendental about cryonics. It is 
strictly a set of materialist convictions: The 
afterlife, so far as it is attainable, is this life: if it is 
attainable. It isn't through passing tests or laying 
up good deeds, but just by paying your bill. 

When the ancient Egyptians perfected 
mummification and entombed their leaders 
alongside their possessions, it was not in the 
expectation that they would some day come 
walking t>ack out of the pyramid to rejoin the living. 
Even in the secular, practical cultures of Russia 
and China, the preservation and public display 
of the bodies of V.I. Lenin and Mao Tse-tung 
were done with an eye toward their symbolic and 
mythic resonance. But like the Tanqueray ad 
announcing that in his next life Mr. Jenkins 
wants to come back as Mr. Jenkins, cryonicists 
simply want to t>e reincarnated as themselves. 

Nothing is easier to make fun of than people 
who genuinely believe in something. Belief 
entails risk and courage precisely to the degree 
that it makes someone vulnerable. On the other 
hand, what is there to say about cryonicists 
such as Bill Faloon, who used to travel 
everywhere in an asbestos-lined helmet to 
preserve his brain in case of accident; or Mike 
Perry and his Order of Universal Immortalism, 
which hopes to resurrect every organism that's 
ever lived and died; or Art Quaife, the 
mathematician who runs TransTime and says 
the goal of cryonic suspension "is to maximize 
the integral of my pleasure function over time"? 

Yet there is a poignancy in some of the other 
things cryonicists say. A young computer 



programmer from California confesses that 
signing up for suspension had cured him of a 
certain oppressive anxiety. "It was slowly 
dawning on me," he says, "that I would have a 
lot of time to work out the little details like having 
a date for Friday night, or feeling comfortable 
around other people." 

Tanya Jones says that for various reasons 
while she was growing up, she never encountered 
a crowd where intelligence and curiosity were 
valued. The cryonicists were the first people she 
was ever exposed to who encouraged 
intellectual exercise. After being a solitary misfit 



A young computer 
programmer 
confesses that 
signing up for 
suspension 
had cured him 
of a certain 
€)ppressive anxiety. 



for so many years, she was so happy to feel like 
part of a community, working with others toward 
a common goal, that even if she only has this 
one lifetime, even if she can never be brought 
back, it will all have been worthwhile. 

Derek Ryan believes something similar. 
"Signing up for cryonics doesn't change what you 
do with your time, how you spend it," he says. "I 
think most people are in cryonics t>ecause they 
love life, and people who really dig life have come 
to understand that really all you have is right now. 
You want to keep improving right now, and make it 
better, and that's why you plan for the future. But 
you have no guarantee. It's kind of Epicurean — 
eat, drink and be merry, for tomorrow we die." 

Anatoi Epstein's daughter Joanna is 21 

years old. She lives in Middle Village, Queens, a 
town bordered by two huge cemeteries where 
thousands of people lie buried, irretrievably dead. 

Thousands of miles away, her father lies 
submerged, head-down, in a stainless steel tank 
filled with liquid nitrogen at 320 degrees below 
zero. He was a genius, Joanna says. If he 
t>elieved in cryonics, ttien she has no doubt that it 
was the right thing to have frozen him, and that 
someday he will return. As a child, he arrived in 
New York alone, an 11 -year-old refugee from ttie 
Nazis. On a childhood visit to Italy, Benito 
Mussolini once patted him on the head. While 
selling Israeli bonds, one of three jobs he 
worked to put himself through college, he shook 
Albert Einstein's hand. In the year after he was 
diagnosed with brain cancer, he survived three 
brain surgeries for tumor removal. Why shouldn't 
such a man, who had already t>een through so 
much, return again? 

Because she doesn't know if she is going to 
be around when he comes back, she has started 
a special diary, so that her father will know what 
he missed while he was resting. • 
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continued from page 70 

being careful not to accidentally poke his fork 
into his cheek or his nose. I keep marveling at his 
lack of self-consciousness as he plays his part in 
what's amounting to a marathon piece of perfor- 
mance art. 

Even without the goggles that obscure his 
eyes, Steve — tall, thin, with sparse brown hair 
and a papery voice — seems abstracted, distant. 
His mind is elsewhere, literally. Through his "Net- 
Cam," his vision goes out to thousands of 
strangers, who can peek at his private life just by 
clicking on an icon. His apartment, his office, the 
books he reads, the meals he eats; when he goes 
shopping, when he looks at someone, when he 
rubt>emecks at an auto accident or steps into the 
men's room, It's all there for the world to watch. 

Inside Steve's visor, things look like the view 
through a video camera. The images he's transmit- 
ting show up on tiny LCD screens t>efore his eyes, 
giving him a perspective on the world that's filtered 
through the computer server at his lab. He calls it 
"mediated reality." He can invert the picture he 
sees, or make it spin at crazy angles. He's tried 
every kind of manipulation he can think of, from 
seeing the world as a photographic negative, as a 
mirror image, or stroked in psychedelic colors. 



"What do you think would 
have happened if Rodney King 
had been wearing a NetCam? 
If the officers had known the 
whole world was watching, 
would he have been beaten?" 



Wearing the goggles is like looking through 
the wrong end of a pair of binoculars. Ultimately, 
you're watching television — it's as hard to con- 
vince yourself that the things you see are really 
there as it is to believe that Jerry Seinfeld actually 
lives in your TV. Even Steve often finds himself 
walking into things or reaching for objects that 
aren't there. 

Steve's vision of a wearable NetCam on every 
body would mean that no one would ever really 
be alone again. Crime and harassment would 
become a thing of the past. "What do you think 
would have happened if Rodney King had been 
wearing a NetCam?" he asks softly. "If the offi- 
cers had known the whole woMd was watching, 
would he have t>een Ijeaten?" 

There's certainly something unsettling about 
the vision of a future where everyone's vision is 
broadcast, and each of us is both camera 
and subject. Steve takes the position that surveil- 
lance Is already a part of our everyday lives. 
"We're surrounded by cameras that we never 
see," he says. "Those ubiquitous panes of dark 
glass, the mirrors on the ceiling. Coaxial cable 
running Into light fixtures— explain that! I 



don't think they're pumping MTV into the bulbs." 

Entities from CNN to the United Nations have 
tried to unify the worid's vision, with mixed 
results. If Steve has his way, NetCam will suc- 
ceed where they've failed, and without putting 
power in the hands of a global government or a 
media elite. And once it does, the balance of 
information power will shift — from big to little, 
from the Man to the man on the street. 

But will thinkwaar ever replace Gapwear? 

Will average you-and-me types walk into stores 
and purchase Levi's 501 PC jeans or Nike Air Sili- 
cons? The challenge will be not in advancing the 
technology but In transforming tastes. Everything 
necessary for thinkwear already exists, but wear- 
able computers that are bulky, awkward, or sim- 
ply unattractive, regardless of how useful they 
are, won't find a home on House of Style. 

That's where one of Thad and Steve's friends 
and fellow cyborgs comes in. Through his New 
York-based Schema Design Labs, Adam Oran- 
chak has been creating prototypes for wearables 
that truly are wearable. "Thad and Steve are nice 
guys," he says, "but neither of them has even a 
rudimentary understanding about why we choose 
the clothes we wear." 

Adam's "Wearable Information Technology 
Unit" looks like a protozoan. The materials 
used are transparent and 
translucent; the bag in 
which the processor is 
contained is like a cell 
membrane, and WIT's 
circuits float in acrylic 
cytoplasm within. It's 
strangely tieautiful, some- 
thing that even the com- 
puter illiterate might want 
to wear. 

Thinkwear may be 
pret-a-porter, and there 
may be cyborgs ready 
to wear it. But for those 
who still think online means waiting at the super- 
market checkout counter, technology beyond the 
telephone can still be alien and frightening. 
Between the old and the young, the rich and the 
poor, the technophobe and the guy who buys 
Windows 95 the day it comes out, there's a tech- 
nology gap that will have to close if the new 
cyborg order is to prevail. 

Thad and his girlfriend leave the Lab, the 
day's demos finally done and the weekend free to 
enjoy. In the subway station, returning from 
lunch, they see a disturbance on the escalator 
above. They emerge into the light, and the prob- 
lem becomes clear. A group of older women is 
hesitating at the top of the down escalator, evi- 
dently unsure of how to approach it safely. 

"Thad," whispers his girlfriend, "I don't think 
they've ever been on an escalator before. They're 
standing at the top, trying to figure out how to 
jump over the part where it sucks your feet in." • 
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given massive quantities of fennale hormones 
and grew breasts. He died very shortly after- 
ward, apparently from suicide. 

The people who make computers are every 
bit as human, every bit as quirky, as any other 
group of people. They aren't this stereotypical 
set. Turing's story is very profound, because It 
points out the dark side of computers, which is 
that it's possible to use abstraction as a form of 
denial of life. I think Turing wanted to enter the 
computer, wanted to believe that he could put 
his brain into a computer and escape the pain of 
his body, which was being tortured. I think that's 
still a strong tendency, and that's exactly what 
nerdiness is. The nerdy feel of computers 
comes from this use of the computer to get 
away from real life. 

How do we use them, then, to bring us back 
to real life? Several young black women 
kept saying to me, "I want so much to deal 
with the real world." How do computers help 
in the real world? How does virtual reality 
help In the real world? 

Well, those are two different questions because 
you have to remember that virtual reality won't 
be mature for everyday use for decades perhaps, 
and we don't know what the real situation will be 
like then. It will undoubtedly be different, so to 
talk about how it can help, we have to talk about 
the present and talk about computers. I'll tell you 
how I think about the economic role of comput- 
ers, and this might be a little cynical, but I think 
it's actually pretty accurate. In the industrial revo- 
lution, which is still continuing in less developed 
parts of the world, machines were created that 
replaced human labor and created free time for 
people. But our economic system is based on 
earned capital, so that if you have this free time, 
you also don't earn any money to buy food. And 
this creates a crisis. The question is, if you're 
going to create all this leisure time with all these 
industrial machines, how do you justify paying 
people within a capitalist system so that they can 
survive? I think computers are the answer. 
I think computers are this sort of massive 
work program that keeps everybody busy 
manipulating information, and thus able to earn 
their bread. 

Beyond the political and economic Implica- 
tions of the technology, I can't help but won- 
der where the human imagination fits into 
all this. Is there any room for creativity? 

Oh, there is, enormously. Let me give you an 
example. When children are growing up, they 
face a profound conflict between the internal 
worid of their dreams and imagination, in which 
everything's possible and fluid, and the practical 
world in which they have parents, food, and 
friends, in which they're not alone, and in which 
they can survive. So as kids grow up, they have 
to gradually de-emphasize this world of imagina- 
tion and celebration and emphasize the practical 
world, unless they're willing to be alone in their 
insanity and completely dependent on others for 
survival. Of course it's possible to integrate the 



two, but it's so hard, like walking a tightrope. I 
think the reason that kids instinctively love com- 
puters, and especially love virtual reality, is that it 
really does present a new solution, a way to 
make imaginary worids that we can be together 
in, just like the real world. 
You really see that in the children who are 
bedridden for life in hospitals, and who are 
using virtual reality to do things that their 
bodies cannot do. The delight and excite- 
ment that these children are experiencing 
with computers is moving, and would actu- 
ally challenge and deconstruct any sense of 
a computer as necessarily creating a disem- 
bodied lack of connection to reality. 
Right. What these kids are doing is they're 
making their dreams more objectively real than 
they can in any other way. That's the magic. Vir- 
tual reality is the first reality that has the open- 
ness of dreams and the objectivity of the physi- 
cal world. And that's why kids love it. It's a way 
out of that dilemma. 

That's why I feel like It isn't very useful to 
conjure up the demons behind the com- 
puter. It's much more compelling to think 
about the ways people can connect with 
sources of Information and knowledge and 
ideas. And to some extent, connect without 
fear. Computers allow people to approach 
otherness without fear because you can 
pose a question and get an answer without 
fearing that you will be humiliated in a 
direct, confrontational, boily-type way. 
We can do a little test for whether any particular 
use of a computer is separating, whether it's 
nerdy. The question is, are you using computers 
in order to increase your power or are you using 
computers to increase the connection between 
you and other people? That's the key divide. If 
you are trying to use computers to increase your 
power, it's a fool's game, because computers 
don't really do anything, in my opinion. It's even 
more a fool's game because a big problem with 
humanity is that we are too powerful. We have 
enough power to destroy ourselves. We don't 
need more power; we have it in excess. On the 
other hand, on many, many levels — emotionally, 
creatively, spiritually — we're constantly chal- 
lenged to find new ways to connect to each 
other. Computers are a very small part of that 
adventure, but they certainly are a part of it. 
When they're used the right way, invariably the 
results are worthwhile. And they're used that way 
all the time by kids. 

Another really good example is the World 
Wide Web. What happened with the Web Is 
amazing, because for years all the commercial 
online services have been practically paying 
people to get involved with their services. But as 
soon as people had a chance to just publish their 
own stuff, and reach out to each other, the thing 
took off on its own without any marketing or 
advertising, without anybody trying to make it 
happen, and instantly It surpassed everything 
else that was going on. The Web is the first 
example of working anarchy in all of history. This 
is real news. Humanity never knew before that 
we had it in us. What people really want is con- 
nection, a chance to express themselves. • 




Unckrg,rourui h^iirts and aicozssories... 
..because hhe mainstreajn blows. 




ANn-E3TABLISHED1994 



FREE. CATALOG 

1-800-681-8G18 

Pm Inc. Stuff Available at: 

The Alley-Chicago 
Wild Generation-NYC 
Junkman's Daughter's 
Brother-Athens, GA 
Newbury Confiics-Aliston.MA 
Cool Stuff-Columbia,MO 
All Music-Lahaina, Hawaii 
Bizarre Bazaar- Houston,TX 
Skarlet Records-Daytona Beach 
Way Out-Phiily 
Second Story-Greencastle, IN 

Flamingos-Dayton, OH 
Earth Traders-Clifton Park, NY 

Wholesale Inquiries 

.. . Ph 803-G51-G^ 

FaiX 803-e5l-G445 V 



EQUALITY NOW 

This May, Flor de Maria Salguero de 
Laparra, a union organizer, was 
kidnapped on her way to work in 
Guatemala City. She was dnjgged. beaten, 
and raped three times. At the time, 
Salguero was representing 27 women 
employees at the Modas Simon garment 
factory, which produces dresses for the 
U.S. label Leslie Fay. The women had 
accused the factory owner, an American 
citizen named Grek Sung Bang, of 
sexual harassment and illegal firing of 
workers involved in organizing. 

During a meeting in March to discuss 
the sexual harassment charges and 
the firing of five workers involved in 
efforts to unionize the factory. Bang had 
insulted and threatened Salguero. He 
told her that he would be sending 
her "a little present. " After the attack, 
Salguero received phone calls asking if 
she liked her "little present." She has 
lodged a complaint with the Guatemalan 
government but fears that she may be 
"disappeared" at any time. 

For over a decade. Salguero has 
been fighting for the rights of women 
workers in Guatemala. Despite the 
threat to her personal safety, Salguero 
continues to work for the rights of the 
workers to organize, to be paid 
adequate living wages, and to work free 
of sexual harassment. 

Please write to President Ramiro de 
Leon Carpio at National Palace, 
Guatemala City, Guatemala. Urge him to 
investigate the attack on Flor de Maria 
Salguero de Laparra and to prosecute 
those responsible. Also insist that 
Salguero be provided with protection to 
ensure her personal safety. Send copies 
of your letters and replies to FESTRAS, 
6 Ave. 15-41 Zona 1, Guatemala City, 
Guatemala, as well as to Equality Now, 
PO. Box 20646, Columbus Circle Station, 
New York, NY 10023. 

EQUALtTY NOW WORKS FOR THE CIVIL, 
POLITICAL, ECONOMIC, AND SOCIAL 
RIGHTS OF WOlVIEN AROUND THE WORLD. 
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PgPLIFE 

by Jonathan Bernstein 



Sex and the 
Multiplex 



Former teen queen Elizabeth 
Berkley brings porno 
to the people in Showgirls. 



WHEN ENTERING INTO the forced intimacy of an 
interview session, ttiere's an unspolten covenant 
t>etween grubby journalists and fabulous young 
actresses: We let them prattle on unchecked; 
they pretend not to notice us fixating on their 
cleavage. Elizabeth Berkley immediately upsets 
the applecart. "It must t>e strange for you to meet 
me after seeing me without any clothes on" is her 
opening remark when we hook up in a 
bistro on Sunset Boulevard. 

She's referring, of course, to her 
almost entirely au nature! starring 
role in Showgirls, a spectacularly 
vulgar would-be expose of the Las 
Vegas lapdancing milieu dredged up 
from the sewerlike minds of Basic 
Instinct boys Paul Verhoeven and Joe 
Eszterhas. Brandishing its NC-17 
rating not as a death certificate but as 
a badge of honor. Showgirls follows 
the Odyssey of Nomi, Berkley's Sin City 
Cinderella, from rookie hootchie dancer 
spinning 'round the pole in a piss-filled 
hellhole to her coronation as Queen 
of the Strip. It regurgitates the 
impoverished excuse of a plot from 
Eszterhas's vintage Flashdance 
screenplay and mates it with All About 
Eve. It's lurid, hysterical, preposterous 
and entirely prurient. It even features a 
hair-pulling, face-clawing catfight 
scene. It knocked my eyes out. 

This is entirely down to Berkley, who 
gamely bounces, bucks, writhes, moans 
and licks her way through elat>orate 
unclad dance sequences that have her 
popping out of volcanoes, swinging on 
trapezes, and cracking whips. "I don't 
have a whip," she corrects me, "But the 
dancing was like a whip. I use my body 
as a whip." Hel-lo. 

Stratospherically tall, possessed of a 



halo of blonde curls, a lethal pout, 
and a luminous pair of green eyes, 
the 21-year-old actress, solely 
known up to this point in time for 
three seasons' hard labor on 
Saturday moming travesty Saved 
By The Bell, is more than eligible 
for her upcoming stint as Hottest 
Sex Batie In The Universe. But 
though she's a rabid panther when 
attacking the pole, Berkley in 
repose is a nice Jewish giri. What 
did her parents think when they 
heard she'd be down on her hands 
and knees providing executive relief 
to weary business men? "I live with my parents, 
so they know what's going on. My mother read the 
script. They knew it would be something artistic and 
beautiful. It isn't just, 'Oh, another breast scene.' " 
How about the soon-to-be-classic moment where 
she's writhing around in the lap of her dance 
instructor, Glenn Plummer, and begins to make 
out with him? He slides his hands down inside 
her pants. She breathes, "I've got my period. " He 
pulls his fingers out and licks them. Didn t she 
read that and think, Ewww.. .gross? "No. I was 
like, great. Because no one ever acknowledges the 
fact that that goes on. It's such a natural thing." 

Whatever you think of their art. you can't fault 
Paul Verhoeven and Joe Eszterhas when it 



Flipping their wigs: from left, 
Gina Gershon and Elizabeth 
Berkley in Showgiris. 



comes to picking actresses. Sharon Stone's vix- 
enish public persona elevated Basic Instinct from 
incoherent slash-up to post-feminist psychosex- 
ual tract. And with Showgirls, a movie whose title 
could be changed to Wankerama! without caus- 
ing undue damage to its content, they're guarded 
against charges of smut-peddling by the innocent 
acceptance of Berkley, a sweet, unblinkingly sin- 
cere actress who seems amazed when I suggest 
that her currently moribund dating life is about to 
tie the center of heavy activity. 
"Do you think?" 

Sure, some folks will be intimidated and shriv- 
eled, while others will respond to the image of her 
that's caught on film forever ("Wow," she gasps, 
"that just hit me what you said. That's the beauty 
of film, it's forever") and expect a fire-breathing 
Hot Sex Babe. 

"Oh my God. I don't even think about that. But 
if people want to perceive me that way, that's fine." 

Whether its a huge panting success or a big 
limp flop, few customers will consider them- 
selves short-changed by Berkley and scenes 
such as the one in which she's asked 
to massage her Insufficiently perky nipples with 
ice cubes by a truculent producer who bawls at 
her. "I'm erect! Why aren't you?" But after this 
film, she'll probably never want to see another 
naked, writhing body again. Right? 

"I wouldn't be that general." » 
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CONSIDERING ADOPTION? 
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THE 75 GREATK.ST DRINKING GAMES OK 
All Time! Only SIO (irKl. s/li). Send ChecUMO 

lo: Ciull Rock Mubtishmg. P.O. Box .'S«IM»Ofi-N. 
.Minneapolis. M.S .^.M.W. 
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Voice of Generation X. P.O. Box .^52. Memphis, 
T.N .l«10l. 



BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 



$$$$ 900 TALK LINES »« 

%9>) Total Cost. Quick pavouts. NO chargebacks. 
Call for brochure: 1-S00-35-SATURN. 



CABLE 



souYFmmuj \\ 
CABLE DIRECT! 



COPY RENTAL TAPt§ WITH OUR I! 

VIUED STABILIZERS - 

IM<i 4 



Now y(w can tune-in k) your (avonle 
c^le TV prtjgrafnming and 
SAVE $100 S - EVEN SlOtXl S 
on prmuni CABLE TV EQUIPMENT. - r-^^-x 
fflff Cable TV Catalog. , y„„ wARmm 



= i-8ao-gaB-E6B4 iLd 

2125 S 1S6THCIBCLE-0M4HA,NE 68130 L3 



CALENDARS 



PROPAGANDA 

Gothic Erotica Postert)OOk/1996 Calendar 




Large format calendar teatuhng dates pertaining to 
the Gothic genre and 14 hauntmgly sensual 11' x 14* 
photos of Propaganda Magazine's most exquisit* 
male wid lemate models In all (heir vampihc beauty: 
Send 51 7.95. price includes S&H. CA residents add 
Si M sales tax. Make payment to PROPAGANDA at 
P.O. Box 2331 . Dept. S. Spring Vartey. CA 91979. 
Allow 5 weeks for deJivefy. 



CAREER SERVICES 



BE A RADIO ANNOUNCER 

1-80OS5&4241 

BE A RECORDING ENGINOR 

1-80(^295^1433 



LIFESIZE STANDI PS'^' Marilyn. Hinsiein. 
Clinton. Star Trek &. Wjrs. Speed Racer, More! 
Over 200 designs! Free catalog: l-S(X)-X4y-6.1.M) 



CELEBRITIES 



MEKTING VOIR t AVORITE CKLtBRlTV 

uDR t h;ippcn by thiini-e. il ll lake km»\^ howl We 
have il, now you can. Send SK lo: Gatekey. P.O. 
Bo\ 71 12(1. Chew ChdNC. MLi 



CLOTHIK 



ur Mrr Mi* m 



100% COTTON T-Shirts Black or VWlitu: L, 
XL:$14; XXL:$16: QETTING EVEN, PO Box 
175, College Park, MD 20740. *= A VOWEL, 
Please IndKata size/cokir. 56 pg catalog S2. 



ATTRACT LOVE & SEX, 
REPEL MEDIA & GOVERNMENT 
with Rar's Subliminal T-shirts"*. Rar Jungle 
PraducUine: 206-781-3793. FREE CaUlog. 





m 


JESTER 


ONLY 
$24.95 
EACH 


601 Robe 

calK 


[IECKorM/Oco;FMWILD 
na Ave, Orlando, Fl. 32803 
407 ) 843-2002 for Info: 








KILL YOURSELF. 

OO^ cotton T-»nlrta: 
KILL rOURSCLP 

» I M« rou r<> KH.L vounscLP 
KILL rOlHUELF - Mon for nt' 



^ ^ QwM on troni - (wMM an buck MM) 



CHRISTMAS 



a full - 
service ^CyKsntt^/^Z^^V 

skate, 

snowboard ■ ("^ 

8 clothing store split ^ 

Cbff 1909792-1660 r '^-' 

Svnd »t for mail order catalog to: 

Banned '>'■ 
501 Orange Street Redlands, CA 92373 



r 



GOLDSCHLAGER 

t - 



On)yJl4 50XL ^ 
100% Cotton < 
AaftOray - 
2 S<laaTut Cotoi 




Only $10 00 
Malural Cotton TwHI C«C 

ePanviwttiv 

VWCfoA- 



nelwWieytMt 



ns 

or II hate. 



white on bik 10©% cenon Beefy-T (L-XLXfrnt or back) 

S14.99+S2.00 t&h (ch«ck or money order) 
VENTU REQUEST P.O. b«x OSS RalUnd VT 057«1- 
6t5S 


X<-<l liuiitiv 

1 


AI.HKRT KI.SH 

\M Man 


JEFFREY DAHMER 

Fine Young Cannibal 


JOHN WAYNE GAa 

V ' 

Pogo the Clown 
1942- 1 994 


FREE 
MANSON 

3 


Cotton T-Shirts 
$13.95 .ch 

5050 S^ea'snnsSiOSeach 

KZ Kn.ilaMi add 1 T% Sain Ya* 
Semj 1' f Of CMWOf 

^ 16021 89M2t3«S 

C'R Snd Owtt 0' M 0 ft5 
SUN-TEES 




P J Harvey 

SI379 



Nirvana 

SE024 



REM 

SZ246 



Sex Pistols 

SX460 



siais 

SI24S 

3I96S 
SI390 
SE0O3 
SE028 
SI34t 
SIM2 
3I32S 
SEg«0 
3E020 



Baba«/Toyland.N«w 1p 

Bad RellQkin.Wamli^ 
BeasUe Boya.lMractt 
Bectt.Cartoon pic 
Bikini Kill, Logo 
Sluee Exploaion, Logo 
Bush.MASH kigo 
Dave Matthflwa Band 
Filter, Logo 
Flaming Ups,Ufo 
Oraon Day.Slrgtit JcM 



SZ212 
SX447 

SI304 

SHsaa 

SL250 
SE962 
31370 
9E4«0 
SH848 
SX377 
ihf946 



HooU«iBlowrf1ah.To4ir 
Joy OivlBion,Pi«Baur«s 
Uv«,Ugtitnlr>g 
Marilyn Manaon,Face 
Pater Murptiy.Cascade 
Natural Bom Killers. pic 
NewOrder.Best of 
NlnelnctiNslls.Broiwn 
Nirvana, Unplugged 
Oparatlon Ivy, Lp cover 
Tom Patty.Lp cover 



SHaS4 Pannyt«lea,Loaa ^ 

SI222 Rancid.Flst 
SE031 Reservoir Ooge, Group 
SI3aS Jill Sobule.OIrl 
3H949 Soul Asylum. Ounce 
3X496 SPAM.Food logo 
31314 HaUhew 3v<eet,1 00% 
Se027 Trsgically HIp.lip cover 
SX4a7 U2.Holdme 
SH87S X-Filee.Thedoor 
SH61B Young Onaa,TVahow 



BURMIMBmumS 

Box 3757 Dept. 518 
Trenton, NJ 06629-0757 

Find us on the IhrTERNET at 
http 7^vww.webcom .conV-pets/bu rr^ing/ 



$U.95each 

d n.t5 poMAMod for 1M ■•m.SI.OOMctiartdMarMl | 

Credif Cord Orders call 1-609-587-7687 
Of tax 1-609-584-1666 





" ^ Is: 



rOP A FREE CATALOG 
CAJ L OR WRITE 

ANXIETEER 
349 N. EUCUD 
ST. LOUIS. MO «31CB 
J14-J67-45I7 



11 



Hmd taair. I Don't <Uv K Shltl 

T iMI loo^cCTdm onfy S14 q:« 'SAll 
BcMhalrap bnnhcM . ont> St4 95'-S&H 
S«r*UMn lop i|u«lity oaily S;4 ''.^ - SAJl 



W1UI> BFt. 

L. )fU V 

— "STiz*""^^! ■—■ 

1 MC. — ' K ; . ^ 'WB 




lerrv Qarcia 


1 MIMDKIM T-SHIRT 




Si/^ 1-. \1- 

r,.M $14 » lOilS/H 

R hcrg ts remembered 
n legend never dies' 
; n:j.TB> 53 [ij55>; Cill: 
IHUO-716-SIIIKT 

P.O. nox Mu 



THE SCREAM! 

T-ihlft: (wtiite, asn, fed) $14.75 
SwetttMrt (while or »AtS2S- 
Siist: 5 M L XL 
Snipping SJ 00 per Ofdet 
Brocfiyre n' ....er lOOtJflStgnsSl Kl 

HISTORICAL PRODUCTS 

P 0 . BOX 604 $P 
BARRE. VT 05&41 



To Order C«ll 1-800-416-2622. <*.5 ivs.r. 
Or Send a C heck «r Mono Order Ut: 
MAMBA.4S95C McCiiv ^^--ri 
Vg4 San Iom- f A 95 I.VI-2 1 22 gigl 

S|u-cif\ Si/t. I.arui- or X-Large 
Please Adt\ S3.5fl S&H pi-r «r(ier.M_ 
c-m«il: oiiimbamM aoLcom 




CAPTURE THE SOBE SPIRITt Only i1>i.9E <ia. 
FREE shlpplngf 100% conon HaynM B*cfy-T« 
L/XL. Fcr V/MC ordvrt, Mnd t and «iip dnd-., or 
ck/MO :o: Chaoa Markating, 1436 Allur. Rd 
Miami 8«ach. FL 33139.m ai « iron i> >«« •«M..Mt&. 



-^I^ ^g n ITe Wfli e Hundreds More! 
^^^^Send a Dollar and We'll Send a Catalog. 



m 




Steel Toe Regular 

Gibson $96.95 Gibson $89.9S 

10 Eye $114.95 8 Eye $97.95 

M Eyt $123.95 10 Eye $108.95 



GMOOl 



KF023 



By Phone: Use Your Credit Card 
By Mail: Send Check or Money Order ^ 

SGSSIONS"*""^ 

ISJanlsWay "IH^ r»#rt^ )irf\ 

Scotts Valley. CA 9S066 HBH \W0*^fi\sf 

U Otitn Subjtct lo ftvoilabJIitif. Moil in Oiitn PItMc Uit SiibstitHliom " 



Shtpfiing & Handling 
for U.S. S Cnnndn 



S4 97 



S5.50 



$6 00 



S7.00 



o 
o 

00 




CRATEFtn. DEAD 
MERCHANDISE! 

T.«tMrts. tte^ljrM, stMurs, 



B*« Send ter s FUEE catalog 
CYPSY HOSE, P A Bn 
ta4«, Bldibonk PA IS9f4. 

Mf-MS-l'EAC'K 

WHOUULE AVAnJWLE 




X-SHIRXS 



NAKED UNIVERSITY'- ■ 
Wh»fe Learning <s Tnrfy Eicitlngl 



0MLYSl5.95(pv>»M»4iii 



P 0. 801 r^Mfi. LXHAIUA. Hi 96761 




ATTN: BAR FLIES 

BWCMSRI FJUtt DMC* OF fDCim 

A T-ahirt for pacvl* 
raz«ly m* tha of dayl 

Black Ink on white 
cotCon t««: S.K.X.XL 
Sand check or HO for 
$1S plua S3 a/h toi 
Bim-HA-HA 
P.O. BOX 4641 
VltfYARD UAVEH. MA 03566 



1995** Blgg«st S«ll*rl 
Spring A lutm w af Tours 

Anmie is: 

B'W on *tiite tee $19*63 'i'n 
Wewlor Fall Toui 
Ty-e Dye $24* ea . ifi 




THE MONKEY 




WHTTE T - SHIRT W/ElfflLEM 
COLORS BLUE on GREEN 
L. XL. XXL %^AO0 EACH 
PLUS 50 SfH 
PLAID BOXER SHORTS 
S. M. LS15 00EACH 
PLUS S2 SO SM 
CAR DECALS $1 50 EACH 
4 STICKERS Si 25 
SEND OCCK on MONEY 
OnOER TO SPUNK SHIRTS 
PO BOX 861 

rRCECAr«.OG"''°^""° 



CONCERTS 



3 



Tour Dates-All Bands 




©pereonals 



dtapEf * When listening, press "1" lo 
replay a message, "2' to skip 
1 »nM inftT] * Pffiss "0" anytime to back up 
97(Anta (towAjtCTj * for free m^anel, send a SASE 
up(tiM(Ufy [ifessl«13 108AHDCITY, Boi(321-SP, 
Wlifs of band 



Crysul Bay. liV 89402 ' 



1-900-BAND CITY 

S '.m - 801 -234-2428 



COOL ViEWINS MATERIAL 



MVSTIC HRK VIDKO 

Av anl-^urdc niuML. L'inciil.i. .in. SiKial. polilical. 
Npinluiil jiiuiiiev'., Terence MvKemu. Williuin 
Bumiuehs. niori.-. Froc calaliie. Call | .KIH|.2>):- 
..r \irilc Mystic Fire Diiecl. Dept. SP. P.O 
Bin 12W. Livimia. Ml aKI.II. 



ELECTRONICS 



SET MORE 



dMOVIES! 
MORE SPORTS! 



FOR 

^ouR MONEY! 



I ic* ir samt nu t ■« scr«i nri 
IpqMnunlowBtZO.m. ^^mi 

Ibuydkct&uvi! M9 



en Mr Mori MDrimlioa & Cdor CalHoi! I ■B0O5S3-S443 



RKEPKK ACCE.SSORIES t ATAI.CX; 

Lale-l Si>Icn' Kusli M I,.: C r>-l.il-Coiiiiii. III.S 
liinian Aio . »:5'ISI>. luliM.n. S'j l),SS:(l, 



DISCOUNT TRAVEL 



EUROPE 



LOWEST airfares 
for Students. Youth & 
Budget Travelers 



Coiinci 



\Trave\ 



1-800-2-COUNCIL 

(l-SOO-226-8624) 



FAN CLUBS 



K.K.M. 
i'().ST OKKK K BOX mil 

athkvs.(;a.W6«.i 



IMNK M.OVD: KX<T.l SIVK TOI R l imraiir 
und lllfiido infii! RiinIi S5 Inr cuirem "Brain 
Danube Mafa/ine": P.O Biiv IIW-ST. VSeMinonl. 
IL MI.W Oi CALL 7(IS-.M.^.7HI 

HOWARD STKRN FAN Cl.l B. P.O. Bo« 7(17- 
.S. Fl. Wash. PA I9«.W. Crml Videiis. RulKins 
& FRF:K l-shlrts. collecllbin & more! Rush i\ 
Tor bi|> pucka)*!:! 



HNANCIAL SERVICES 



OX FRDl K B1L1..S-.' B.kI crejn\ no prohlein' 
Apps I.. S5ll.(llin. LicenseJ/Biinded. .Niil luan 
conipan) TC..\C. Bo\ 2ft.^y7. Birniiiiphain. AL 
'52(>ll Orc.ill: l-Kn<MI6V-»MI7. 



FUN STUFF 



Tr> KIPHORIA'^'! NEW. POWERFUL hcihal 
i;c~lac>" liirimila. lIKI'r iialural! \m' , legal, l-eel 
utHtil \%iihtiul the rivk. llttst prices! DiMrihtitors 
uanled. MC/Visa I4IMM.VVS444. 



GAMES 



DKVU.IJuKitllnKl.STlX! 

Bis jl IXad .Sli.™~. Mulli-tolored .Send SH)i).S lo 
D.1U11S. P O. Box I Ifi. Maniiora. NJ mil's. 



GAY & LESBIAN SERVICES 



<;AY? I.F:,SBiAN7 I :NSI:RK7 Inleriialiiinal Pen 
Pal Pioeram lor >oulli *: under. 1625 N. 
lludMin Ave . LA. C A 'KKI^S or 12 1 .1| 

^ Ol NG AM) t;A\ 7 RcMiun.es and ivleirals lor 
\innh under 24. Send S2 and larye reluni envelope 
ace: LAMBDA YOITH NETWORK S5. P.O 
Bo\ 791 I.Culiei Ciu.CA ')(I2.VV Conlidenlial. 



IFTS & MERCHANDISE 



TOBACCO acck.s.sorif;s. 

l)uj;ouls. Clay hand pipes .V metal .ShiiekerN & 
Knives. Calaloe S3 Ireluiided »/ 1st. old. I. ABC. 
»I«K, I.V<7 Wahash Ave.. Spriiliilield. IL627IU, 




n 



HOME VIDEO 



WORLDWIDE TRAVEL, ADVENTURE 
Nudist videos, booics. magazines. 100+ video 
catalog $2.00. 2-hr. nude beach sampler $29.95. 
.v.. 270 N. Canon Dr.. »12<>6. B.H.. CA 90210.: 



WORLD'S SEXIEST BEACHES 
Video $50 — Catalog $2 

BRAZIL VIDEO r.O. Bon 8S72, L> (olLl. CA 92038 



INSURANCE 



At lO INSl KAM K 
LOWKST rates in New York City, 5 borouKhs 
and counties. Don't pay uxi much! Any Car/Any 
Driver. Call lodav for nikv (71«) 745-6116 



KRKK IMOK.MA I ION Ki l l 
The small u-ay to maiiel/palenl vour nc^^ pniduct idea' 
TlltC<)M>JTNfT»ii«K. l-))0tMl\5-221(i.ext 197 



JOBS AVAILABLE 



EASY WORK! K\H 1 I IM I'WI 
Assemble PriHlucts al Home, C .ill loll-l-rcc: I 
liOO-467-5.'i66. CXI. 2565. 

ALASKA EMPLOYMENT— Fishing Indiulry. 
Earn up lo $3.000-$6,000-f per month. No 
experience necessary. Male/l-'emale. Age 18-70. 
Call: (206) 545-4155. »l. A904.1 1 



INSTRUCTION 



GET ^1 N ! J 
AUDIO, FILM, VIDEOj 




♦ MHiRlMi Mllir 11-tMii vrnda h 

MntlM IrlnM, Hirlli 
♦ liwi Ina III Miitri irf ImliNli 

♦ liMi'M trtMii «iti emiii M|i ntr 

li mw il I ir Ini 
♦ Fliuclil III iiiililli tir tliii wtt iiillfi 

♦ lliritilii ciriir •(■tiaiil iiililiici 



800-CAN-ROCK 

llll INIVEIIITV ILVI., WINTEII PAH 

(IIIANIO) FlIRIH, 32712 
Accridltid ky AGCI/CT 




In 18-24 months, learn the latest about 
the entertainment industry. We otfar 
classes In promotions/marhetlng, artlsl 
management, publishing, and production. 




1 -800-424-2800 



I THE ART INSTITUTES INTERNXTIONU' 

1 DPI 48. 300 m* mm. piTitimsK. n \\m 



PEN PALS 



YOUNG FAMII,Y FROM SIBERIA kwking lor 
worldwide correspondence with U.S. family for 
big friendship- All leuers welcome. Please write 
us: Pak'hikof Family. .Anatolia St.. 224-46. 
Bamuul 65WX)K Siberia. RUSSIA. 



POETRY 



POETRY CONTEST! 



tniMiiBS T»«lhBooa(iawnlN«nr 

^J^^,^. lH19Cun«loeOive 
—^'^or POBa.7«lC2 
ftSSlUl PuUlatlM U«»]iMilu U02IIW 



POSTERS/PHOTI 



CEI.EB photos: hock. METAL, T\>! Send 
SASE for list Name Favonlcs P1X«PIN, Box 
20747. HoiLslon. TX 77225. 

CONCERT PHOTOS— AMAZIN<; PRICE.V 

Oualrty Selection — P.Jam. Chilis, Soundgdn. Cure. 
ONR. Extreme, U2... FREE CATALOG WITH 
SAMPLE: S&M Photos. P.O. Box 6064 (SP), 
LagunaNiguel.CA 92677 



PSYCHICS 



Live Psychics 



FOR A\S\\ER? 



today! 

00-868-380( 



ay! J 



LIVE PSYCHICS 

Readv to hup. 24 BJOBB A DAT wrra 
Love. Money .SoocEas,DBCiHiopra 
1-90&47&-9991, ext 66 



a.sa/miauu 



CALL THE SAMPLE LINE! 
TRY OUR PSYCHICS! 
1-800-568-9573 
For Adults over 18 oriy 



RECOROS/TAPES/CDs 



New FUGAZI!! Ne» BRANCH MANAGER!! 
New SLANT 6!! CDs! $« each ppd. Alsiv— other 
c(M)l DC musics. In the US. Send I stamp tor a list 
OR -t stamps loverseas; 4 IRC's) lor a lully 
illustrated catalog of what we sell. DiscHORl) 
RKOHns, Dcpl S. 1H19 Bcccher Si. NW. 
Washington. DC 20(»)7 I802. P,S, up next: new 
Lun]!fUh and Smart Went Crazy, 

BON<; LOAD CI STOM RECORDS 

Bccl,. Wool. Fu .Manchu. Lulefisk. Crutch. 
Further. Vitamade. The Obsessed. Quinine, 
KXI.U Presents & My Favorite Martian... 
Demolisten Vol I. Vinyl LPs & 45s. Send stamp 
for Catalog BLCR. PO. Box 9.115.18. Holly weed. 
CA 9(XW- 1.5.18. 

AMAZING FREE MAIL ORDER Catalog! 
Punk. Reggae. Dub, Ska. Industrial. New Wave, 
Techno. ROIR. 61 I Broadway. Suite 41 l-s. NYC, 
NY 1001 ; TEL 212-477-05*3, 

HUGE PINK/ALTERNATIVE CATALOt; 65- 

pagcs. hard-to-find titles. Send SI iS.I inl'l): 
DEEP SOL'ND 2950 Johnson Dr , #109S, 
Ventura. CA 91tKl.V 

RARE, IMPORTED & INDEPENDENT, CDs, 

Posters, etc. P.Jam. Greenday. Nirvana, NIN. 
Pumpkins. IDO's more CaUlox: SI (10 Off lh« 
Record. .122 S Main (SpB), Roval Oak, Ml 
48067.(8101.198-44.16 

MATANSA! HEAVY GUITARS MANIC 
LOOPS BENT VOCALS, Full length CDs. $8 
ppd lo: Centipede Retards. P.O Box 691691. 
West Hollywood, CA 9<K)69. S ASF. for catalog. 




Avail, Hl-5's, MTX, 
Pansy Division, Queers, 
I Riverdales, Vindictives, 
oh & OPIV & Green 
Day too. For catalog 
send 2 s»amps:LKSP PO.B.l 1374, 
Berkeley, CA,94701 



free cataloj 



L}vei)Hnbii)wnw&nli, lytj&.eden, 
bkck tape for n blue ^ attrition, 
hith 6 the mux and KXTi oth ei^ 

pnfelm. box im gnm. m 



Atnerican Music Club. Archers of 

l.oaf, ttie Edsel Atxrtioneer. Game 

Theory. Hypnolovewheel. Gigolo 

Aunts, Matt Keating, Tommy |(ir>lll> 

Keene, Knapsaclt, The Lood Family, 

Picasso Trigger, Small. The Sneetches, 

Throneberry A Yo La Tengo. Write for 
^^^~| a tree mall order catalogue to: Alias 
■flkJ Records, Dept. Spn, 2815 W. Olive 
iVWi*' Ave.. Burbanii. CA 91505 



WE'VE GOT NOW WHAT YOU LL SEE IN SPIN 
next year! .Send SI (cash) for Vinyl/CD catalog to 
Vinyl Ink Records. Dept. S. 955 BonifanI St., 
Silver Spring, .MD 20910, OR nctalogtp'ari.net. 

INDUSTRIAL. ELECTRO & GOTHIC 

Outstanding selection & price. Exclusively CDs. 
FREE catalog: DIGITAL UNDERGROUND, 
526 S. -5lh St . Philadelphia, PA 19147. Or call 
today! (2151 925-5324, 

I: NIRVANA: "Into The Block" sjx CD boxed sel 
history w/ demos, outtakes. unirk'ased mat.: S149.99 
2: NIRVANA: "OutccMicides" l.ll.lll Rate ounakcs. 

uncut sen-ions, demos: S.IO.W) each, 
.1, PINK FLOYD: Total Eclipse" a retrospective. 
FourCDsel:S99.00. 

4, MN: Non-stop ".Mega Mixes" 21 songs — "Demos & 

Remixes"— "Shallow Grave": SKUXIeach 

5, PEARI. JAM: "Hallucinogenic Recipe" 5 CD histoiy 
/hooklcl w/ h*iiiie demos, ixittakes. cxinccn mat.: S 1 29.00 

Call fur your Live CT) needs! 
Catalo|!s S.1,00 VhaAIC/DtsTMO I8ITI 921- 1441 
DINO-S RECORDS, 2800 W, Berry , Ft Worth, TX 



RARE/LIVK/IMPOKTED Audio & Video 
tapes: Pearl Jam. 9 Inch Nails. Greenday. Nirvana. 
REM. Pumpkins. Hole, Tons More! Catalog SMK). 
l,n Video, Box 1864-Sp-I(l. Royal Oak. MI 



AnN.'MELROSE PLACE' FANS: 

You all sudi. Not only iIok the Mattilor tatalo; 
faaturt the latest in Ole'-&tYla roci'n'rall, but we'va 
also got the hottest ne* titles from the SCytT.CBtPT, 
Mail.. PCP and TIENBEAT labels Whan are they 
gontia pis the M Coup*" back on the air? . .-fr-. 

»>»> an 10012 im 




T-SHIRT - S13.00 PPD 



_ _ VISA or MASTERCARD ORDERS CALL 

800. SilBPOPl 

ai sua CKH n IMET OIIEI 11 

★ Sat fif lal lite . 
19!] Ut III. !•«■ U03 -if 
leitut, m ttiei 



im ti tn mi aani caiim » eiitmi eairtii 



COOL UVE EURO CD'i 

RmI Rrl<0on • Rnab* Rm-t • Heck • CoU«ctive 
S<^ • Cctxatnt Lnm • tinSetil Dead • ( mxn 
Day • Hok • Jjce'i Add, • L^f • Uve • NIN • 
N.rv«»i • NOF\ • Oa... ' Olbprmg • Psiloa • 
Payanat • Pcml Imn • IWi • Prvrau • RfcM • 
R^A/TMH±iae * RaUuis • Sm Pwapfcjm • 
S.f PiloB ' Tool • ^MJ Yotng « IO<r» mote • 

ntCF. CATALOG: CO CONNECTION 
POBca 1014)1 • 69004 HcidcRwrn • G<Rnn> 



MAMMOTH RECORDS 



Bits, BUit Batiat ChnsM KtKB, Daai tact, FnaM. 
liiiADiAManlal. Jiitana MMd. Jet HaaiY JaUajiw. Jinn t 
)■ ScatilMn. H Infill, Madim el Mri Srao. naiHl Dig, 
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DISCOUNT CDs, LPs. CASSETTES. Unused! 
Catalog S2! RevcNut: RccoaDS. Box Il79(sl. 
New York. NY 10276. 

IMPORTED CDs. RARE RECORDS. Books. 
Videos. Huge Selection! Catalog SI .OU. SPIN 
DIZZY, Box 20708. Orccnncld. Wl 5.1220-07t)8, 

CDs $9.9S. CASSETTES $4.98. All Titles. All 
domestic labels. Salist'acliun Guaiantccd. Send $ I to 
SRM PnxreHkicr.. 1 1 10 SuncreM Dr.. OgJen. UT !«4<M. 

THE RECORD DETECTIVE can find the ircoids & 
CDs you've hccn lixiking for! Send requests: SHANE. 
PC Box 75 1 55fi. IVtaluim. CA W97.S- 1 ifh. 

RIDE— LIVE LIGHT— U.K. Irdie Cult Pave s 
Explosive new live CD! Send SIO.IKl: Mutiny 
Records. P C. Box B, New Yoii. NY lOISf-OOOB. 

SKA! SKA! SKA! 
Free catalog and newsletter! Send a SASE to: 
Moon. PC. Box 1412. New York. NY 10276. 



■^^B apparatus, blink-182. clay 
^1^^ people, fluf, garden variety, 
heavy vegetable, overwhelming 
colorfasi, rocket from the crypt. 7 seconds, 
swivelneck & more! F«r frta ml iriir etl), 
nllt li Carja Milluiir, tfi IP., 4901-906 
Mtriii Sii tiijt, CA 9tll?-}4}2 

DIRECT TO tTOMtl B1t.4M.t2a2 



RESEARCH SERVICES 



1 1 KNirvl'l l< \^^lsl \N( I 
Call for KRKK .llV-Page Catqalog Listing 
29.IH)0 Topics. Original Kesearcli Available. 
Call Toll-Free: 8011.777.7901. Open Everyday! 

TER.MPAPER SOLUTIONS 

Call our clcvtmnk' librar) ol unique, quality papers. 
|.8(M>.PAI»KR-S-I or (WW) 489 I4(X) iW-b EST). 



Term 
Paper 
Blues?. 




TERM PAPER ASSISTANCE 

Catalog of 20.000 researcli papers 

Orfler Catalog Today with Visa/MC or COD 

M1-800-351-0222 

or (310) 477-8226 Mon - Fn 9am - 5pm (Pacific time) 
Or tend $2.00 wHh coupon t»kw 

Our ?80 pite clUkis uinl*ins detaitrd deicnptnai of 20.000 
mevch papen, i mrluj< libcari ol intormaton ai foui titi(ef1itn. 
Endnote Mid hbhographic pices are free OrdermE is » uty at 
pKlutii Up )wr phoofl. Itt this valiuble educjtionil ud serve fta 
Itwiwilwut fnai CDUeie tun. 

eXAMPtBS OF CATALOB TOPICS. . . 
215S9 - HUMAN INTELLIfiEHGE. Miim cwflictini 
nicones i arfUK ttiit IQ is tKit only mtwrited. twi al» ciealtd 
bf efinimnwnt. ncm and a>ntntuil kneel 16 cnalKx^i S 
SHitcK. 10 pacn 

?1»40 - DRUG USE A ADOLESCENT SUICIDE IncKtem, 
anMttion ibase, at rolt leenagerv limiir dydMidm. »H- 
asteent. ptit & future rcieaKk 22citilKm, IS nurces. Spaces 

Rnearch Asuttinct ilw pnxMtes cusloin rnearth and ttiois 
auntance Our itati ol ptofesuonil wntetv each wrilinf in theu 
SMi of eKperlije. can amst lou with til )Out mearch needs. 

QUAUTY GUARANTEED 

RESEARCH ASSISTANCE 
11322 Idaho Ave., Suite 206-JS , 
I West Lds Angeles, California 90025 i 
plane rush nq calatoc. Endowl a S2 to coier poSafe. i 



_ State _ 



SAFE SEX 



ENJOY HOtRS OF SEXUAL PLEASURE! 
"STAMINA" Chinese ficrf>al rormuia can give you 
exira sexual energy w you can lasi longer! 3 doses 
SI2.30dosesS39.95 Visa/MCCall 1 .800.788-M.V). 



SERVICES 



Cotid You Uae a LiUe LiiK NextTbner? 

You've been featured in SPIN. ..twice! You 
just came back from tour... 
So when tite Hell is the money? 
•Rmnja Audt^BusfioaB ManagBmer*>Cod Aaxxrihg* 
UcMh & AhoOMk, C<>Ai 
LawroncoC Earty 
PI3)54M190Fl:(2l3)54&<)2Z7 LPlLCEOaolOom 



SINGLES 



BEAUTIFUL RUSSIAN WOMEN! 

KREK .^6 pg, .^Xl ph4ilo color catalogue. 

Club Prima, 1 104 R. Tliorpe Ln,. 
Suite 1 1 (INC. San Marcos. Texas 786<i<i. 
(5l2l-1%-5522(:4hr%.l 

Meet TRULY BEAUTIFUL 
RUSSIAN WOMEN BY MAIL 

FREE brocli. Family Infl, P.O. Box "MK-Sp. L.A.. 
CA91X)78. (21.11467-2.1.14. 

An .S&M me&sage — Intelligent! Lovinc! From 
doniinant/suhmissivc ladies in the USA. FREE 
mquirj. please ')O8-284.8066/202-452-5.S22. 

BEAUTIFUL RUSSIAN WOME^. FREE 500- 
PtMita Cataktiue. 24 hrair, taU-free: 800-4.^1 105. 
Fax: 407-968-7328. Oubkle I.S.A. (4071 966-68S6. 
P.O. Has 6101. ijike Worlli. H. .VU66. Anastasia 
Contact Club. 

RUSSIAN I.AmK.S. TRULY BKAUTIFl I.. 
EDUCATED, want to meet VOU. 1 ,(XK1 sck-ctcd 
Iroin l6.tXXI+ applicants. FREE color 
phoIohn>cliuie! Wnle to: Russia.W Post Office Box 
SSSK.SI. Allailla. C.A KllSh (770) 4.'!8-0W). 

MEET WOMEN WORLDW IDE. hHKK 12 page 
photo catalog. Cherry Blossoms. I90PI Rainhtiw 
Ridge. Kapaau. ill WS.S, (4081 180-7488 

BEAUTIFUL RUSSIAN LADIES 

Free 40-pg. ca(alog. Anastasla. I>p 62. Itox >8)6. 
Winchester. KV 4(I,W2 i(.(K<i 745 I177(, 



TELEPHONE ENTERTAINMENT 



CANDY STORE— Fingcr-Licken' 
Good! 2-ON-l. PARTY LINE. HOT 
PKR.SONAI.S. FANTASIES. S2.4'>-l.'W/iiiin. IS* 
l-9(IO-745-n.12« OR i-8Rn-289-(:iRI. 

LIVE ONE-ON-ONE 

Hot (iirls want to talk to you Now ! 
l-8(N)-822-<;iRL 

S2/min M.iior cc iV pcrs..n.i! Checks I S+ onl> 

UNCENSORED NAsSTY WOMEN 

I -900-496-8080 

S2,.'i()-S.! . so/mm IS+ V/MC 

GAY STUDS now; Hot Man-Slcazc! 

PART\ LINE. 1-ON-i. HOT PF:R.S0NAI.S. 
FA.NT-ASIHS. S2,4M-S.l,')'«iiiui- I K+ 
I-900-74S-0696 OK 1-800-261-2625 

HOT — WILD — SEXY 

l-ON.|.X-RATE» LIVE TALK 

l-8IX)-238-LIVE $1.69/min. 



REAL FHOINE NUMBERS OF REAL BABES 
AND REAL STUDS looking for YOU! 
7,000 VOICE ADS! 1-900-454-4500 

$2.9<)/min. 18+ Conn USA. Ft. Laud. FL 

2 HOT LIVE GIRLS + YOU! 

l-8<XI-HOT 2-ON-l 
l-8(X>-468-266l/Adults/S2..10 ■ S4,<N/min, 

CALL MOTEL "69" — LIVE TALK 

NO -m*)- CHARGES/NO BLOCKING 
I -«(W-474-69(«) 

Aduhsonly/lnt'lToll 

GUYS CURIOUS ABOUT GUYS 

l-8(X)-87l-3469 l-9(K)-745-.1.W 

S2.50-.'.W/fnin. IS+ 

FREE 

I -801-8.5.5-8.^70 
18+ nomial USA L.D. rates apply 

Hear Nauiihtv Curls Gcttmg 

SPANKED 

I-90O-26.1.57.59 

HOT FANTASIES 

l-9(M|.255-h.165 
$2.9.5Miin. 18+ S.U.E . Phda. PA 

SWEET SORORITY GIRLS LIVE! 

01 1-592-598-6.5.1 FROM 82c/niin 
l-9(X|.745.46<l6S2/min. 18+ 

DIAL-A-SLUT — LIVE!!! 

l07-l81l-ll9-727-.<i99- I -809-474- 1 40 1 
i-8O0-.1l8 2.19l 18+ 1-8(81-962-8277 

LIVE AT THE PLEASURE DO.ME 

107-180-1 19-727 .570 — 1-809-474-1.197 
1-800-318-2.18.1 18+ — 1-8(81-448-7.588 

THE BEST IS YET TO C#Mmminm 

01 1 •592..587.75K From 8:c/olin. 
l-«(XI-670-CUMVI (28661 iiislanl cri-dit 18+ 

CHEAP LIVE PARTY 

ALWAYS I NCFNSORED! pi inc 
18+' 1-809-474-4846 i„tl. i d tr 25tW2 nun. 

GUYS meet GUYS LIVE! 

ATTIIF BOY SCI.UB pc- inc. 
1S+ 1-809-474-4873 „,ti. I d, i, .25*/ in mm. 

H0TF;L CALIFORNIA' ^' PAR H LINE 

801-2.14-2:22 OR MII-K55-744S 
rcg. donurstic Id call no extra chgs, 

WORLD'S Hon i-:sr fantasif:s 

.Si \.\.\ III 1-5') 224 Slot S.VM Line 111 I s'l-::4-6666 
2Lcslxis.lll |..5i).224-K(«M()ial T-ilk lll I . 59-224-8269 



INSTANT CREDIT!! 

llol.Scss & t ncciisorcd 
l-8(X)-60.5-6(«)4oi I07IX-I 6(U.S2|.7(>4.5 18+ 

HOT & NASTY 1-ON-I TALK 
with .Sexy All-European (tirls! 

I >«KI 142 BODY Slw/iiiin IS+ 



NASTY SKX: (;et .Satisnerl! (m-.W2.i;83-(H)3 
Sample Two Pretty Playinate>: 01 1-592-572-628 

18+ I..I)- charj:cs appts 

HI„\CK MLSTRKSSKS! I.I\ E! 107-180-1 19-720-.1S2 
LIVE STRIP. U)N-I & HOT! 107-180-1 19-720-.175 

18+ LD. clian.vs apiils 



BIG BUSTY GIRLS! 
l-8IK>-677-6(X)9 
Adults over 1 8. 



EAVESDROP LINE 

SECRITI.Y I.IS ri.N To HOI lliouc Sex Clls' 
212-691-2444 99c/min. 



FREE LOVE LIVE! 

01 1 ■.592-587-8(U Iroiii 82c/niin. 
I-S(XI- .118-2.169 iiisiiiiii civdil 

TWO SEXY <;iRi.s: 
Thcy'lT Hot & They Want You! 

l-8(XI-721-5472. Adults. I8+. 

XXX RAUNCHFfcST: 01 l-972-i!65-6i!-158 
ULTIMATE ORGY: 01 1-972-56S-65-I59 

CHEAP P.iy iiu'l LDas kiw as 26C/I/2 mill 18+ only! 

NEED A DATE TONIGHT.' Meet Singles In YiHir 
Area By Area Code! I-'8X)-'H5-.5.5(XL Ev(, 6761 
S2.99/iiiin . 18+ Procall I(<I2 1 9.54-7420, 

LIVE HORNY GIRLS! 
Up to 50 (;irls on the line. 
Date. .Meet. Private. 
As low as 74c a inin. 
1-809-476-1901 

WILD SIDE 

For Extra Horny Action 
0II-.592-589..592 

AdulIsOnly' 74C-SI.I7 min. 

CAY COLLEGE H<» S 
Listen or Join In: '>2/niiii. 18+ l-9(XI-4.i5-io.i5 
Bisexual Hotline S2,99/iiiiii. 18+ l-<8Kl-745-7ll75 

DO ME! 

I -»(XI-8M 1-6969 
18+ S.147/minulc 

HOT SEXY GIRLS 
1-500-SEXY-500 
l-8(HI-810-SEX^ 

l-S(XI- 144-0777 
01 l-:i'»-SOI4 tioiii .W/iniii- 

HOT— LIVE— (;IRI^ 

Unl..rhidik'n l.ise 1 .S(I')-474.8(HK 
Steamy Uncensorcd: 01 1 592-5|(4-4(XI 
Slea/e Line: III 1-592-584-424 
Inl'l Lli rales apply, as low as .,11/niin 18+ 

PURE DIRTY PLEASURE 

Hi/arie Phone I jsies I - 51 « 1-21 Hi- 8050 

Uncensorcd l.iseTalk I .5l«|.:(XI-l<055 

GAY PLAYGROUND 

Aa- You Bi Curious: (II 1-592-244 752 
l.isc i-citlier Action 01 1 593 244-751 

HORNY NVMPHOS TALK DIRTY 

Lonely Sisters: l-8(W-49(l-24(XI 
Wc'ie Open ('or You: I 809-490-2444 

RAUNCHY LIVE SEX OK(;V 
1-809-474-5070 



Eaxesilnip Of Join In 1 2 lo 



MEET VIRGIN GAYS 

Ia's. Bi's— looking lot Isl nine cxpciicncc! 18+ 
Get names & Nuinbcts: I •9<H)-680-8788 x 076 S2/pm 

SIZZLING LIVE EXOTIC GIRLS 
GIRLS l-on-1: 1-809-474-6179 ix+ 
CHATLINE: I -809^74-* 174, ld;ipplic-s.ii,.jUdi Uhgs 



pynyhicd nidtotk' 



TALK LIVE & LUSTFUL 

All LjrcNlyk*N& Fclishcs 
S.lV.ll) min. :i+V/MC/AX l-l^(X^776.|4')4 



INTRODUCING X-RATED ACTION 
WITH SEXY BABES! 

l-5(»-WET-PARTY(|.5(l()-9.W-7279l IS+ .1.9Wmin. 
I-<*()(I-98W-Ilig 18+ VW/min. 

from onl\ 72i'/min. 
BIZARRE LIVE Spjc PARTY HOTLINE 
011-592-5»7-»67 

WET— WILD— RAUNCHY 

I.IVF. l-ON-l 
107111-01 ■■»72-0«6t 

"UNCENSORED!" EroticaEasI BBS 

Dial 01 1 852 172 94 94J Ibr XXX qualily. cinpinal 
adult ccmenl. XXX GIF S! Hoi Chal! All FREE!! 
(Only Inl'l Id ruli-M 

BAD GIRLS! HOT SEXY SAMPl.MS 
l-800-204-9«9l 
Adults lli+ SIriclly 

LNCENSOREU SAMPLES— DO IT NOW! 

I-WI(I-.154-959I 

Aduiis :u 
HOT BUFF STUDS! 

I-809.56.V0390 
Men Meeting Men 

18+ Inl lTullCharai-s Apply 

SIZZLING HOT 

LIVE PHONE SEX 
212-741-1202 99</min. 




A special collection o( adult products, 
dedicated to communication and sen- 
sual well being Experience the unique as 
well as the traditional, with our 36-page 
catalogue including lotions, lutiricants. mas- 
sage products, personal stimulators, and 
educational books and videos. 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing 
to lose, and an entirely nev/ world ol enioy- 
ment to gain Send $4 00 v/hich will be ap- 
plied to your first ordei 

Our guarantees 100% Conlidenlialily. 
100% Qualily. 100% Custoroer Satlslaction. 



The Xandria Collection, Dcpt SI 119; 
P.O. Bi» nim, San FranciKO. CA 94131 
ScnJ mi- .1 Xandria Cold tdilion CaUtogur 
l:mii>>*-d IS i4 IKI lo bi- applied to mv lii>t ordtT. 
lt."itAN..OUK.) 

C*, 

SUh- Zip 



I am iwvf 21 yvari til aipr '•v.^iiniin- roinutili 
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HOT SAMPLES— WILD WOMEN 

Want To Turn You On ! 
:i:-.l|9-26.MI. I8t. 

At The Cluh Calil'omia. No One Sleeps! 
1-809-563-9518 
Check In and Check It Out! 
18+ Inl'l LD appliei. 

I'M GONNA LOVE YOt WITH MY LIPS! 

Ill l-.'i92-.S87-8(l6 Iroin «2c/min. 
I -8(l(l-<)87.4855 instant t-rcdil 18+ 

HOT PHONE SAMPLES 
2l2-22.'-4227 
MUST BE OVER 18. NOWAITINC. 

GUYS! FLY COCKPIT AIR! 

LIVE! L'NCK.VSORKD LIVE! 
PViivIS* 1-809-474-4382 |iiy M IL li-.2!v/IC nil 

HOT LIVE PHONE SEX 
Hornv WtMnen Want lo Talk to ^'ou! 
(2i2) 741-1202 .99e/min. 

2 HOT! 2 LIVE! 2 MTE! 

Ill l-S92-.'<87-KII7 Iroin Ke/mm. 
l-8(H)-4IU-8«77 instant tredit 

WE'LL KEEP YOU CAMMING & GOING! 

01 l-592-.'i87-8ll9 from 82c/min 
l-8(K)-69.1-486?i instant credit 

REAL WOME>^SEXY SAMPLES 

l-8(H)-472-84<U. 
Adults 18+ Strictly 

'NEW ADULT FANTASIES! 
1-809.474-5*57 
Fuinil All Your Desires! 
18+ Inl'l Toll Applies 

STUDS BACKDOOR BALLROOM 

01 l-.S92-.'i8l -256 trom 82c^min. 
l-8(K)-286-WACK I922.">l mst. ciwiil. 

GAY MEN! HOT NEW PARTYI.IN'E NOW OPKN! 

IT'S WILD— IT S FREE»— 24 houiN a day 18+ 

1-918-783-2076 

'•Ftxim 9(1(1/976 chf s. All you pay is toll. 

The Hottest Sex Around Live UiKcnsored! 
OneOn-One 107-18O-1 16-3684)24 
Group Action 107-I80-1 15-970421 

18+ Int l LD Rates Apply 

EXPLICIT! ALL TASTHS WELCOME! 

l-8(KI-.VS-l-959(i, 
18+ ONLY. 

UNLEASH YOUR SEX LIFE! 

1-900-230-47.19 
TALK WITH THE BABES OF YOUR DREA.VtS! 

S.V'Wmin. 18+ 

SEXV(;iRI.S DO IT ALL! 
1.800.204.9688 
.\dult.s 18+ only. 

LIVE ON THE LINE! 

Ill I -.'>92..'i87.7.S7 From 82c/min. 
|.'«K1..142..142I S.I.'W/min. 18+ 

DIHT^ DELIGHTS 

1.800.28.5.8998 
.Adults o>er 18 only! 

TALK TO HOT HORNY BRITISH BABES! 

1.8110-769.4475 
FOR INTERNATIONAL PLEASURES! 
18+ LD rates apply. 



•LIVE*LIVE*LIVE*LIVE*LIVE* 

The Ultimate Adult Fantasy Line! 
|.8(l9..'i6.1.94.VI 
18+ Int'l toll applies 

GET SOME HOT FOREIGN TONGUE! 

01 l-.s92-.'>»7-SI)8 Irom 82c/min 
10718-01 1-972-II7W Inl l Id rales apply 

SEXY SAMPLF.S 

I -8II(|..'74.68.'.1. 
IHUSTheovcr 18 

INNOCENT GIRI.S! 

Need Men lo Practice Ihcir .Nasty Habits on! 
Call: |.8IKM>59.«562 



A NOTE TO OUR READERS: 

We want you to patronize our 
advertisers, but PLEASE be 
advised that if you call ANY of 
these numbers, you will be obliged 
to pay for the services you receive. 
"Free" does not always mean you 
don't pay, and 800 numbers are 
not always free! And, If you're 
under 18, Don't call! 



18+ Reg. LD Charges May Apply 
CHEAP (JAY PARTY! 
ALWAYS LIVE. ALWAYS UNCENSORED 
PVmc. I8+! 1-809-474-4376 im lldonly. 

LESBIAN.S. FIND OUT HOW 

:I2-1S6.(U84 
Adults over 18. 

TWISTED TALES: 0l|.S92-597-«8« 
ULTRA KINKY 01l-!i«2-5»7-6»l 

CHEAP! Pay only inl'l Id from .29c/ 1/2 min. 18+ 

GAY STL'DS— FREE SAMPLES! 

I ■800.806.7782 
Men over 18 ONLY 

LIVE! FETISH HOTLINE LIVE! 

Voluptuous Mistress will allow you to 
Experience the Ulliinate Pleasun; 
212-741-1202 99c/nlin 21 + 

HOT LIVE GAY ACTION 
Now Available In the L'.S.A.! 
011-592-595-947 

Hardcore Action 24hrs. a day! 
18+ Int'l Toll Applies 

NEW ! STRICTLY ADULTS 18+ 
Dial l-8(KM>«6-4975 
YOU WONT BE DISAPPOINTED 

WELCOME TO BOYS TOWN! 

The I'ltimate Clay Playground! 
01I.592-.599-81I 

18+ Aslim as69c/m Inl'l loll 

REAL NAI](;HTV GIRI.S LIVE! 

TALK! JUST LISTEN' PARTY ALL NIGHT! 
PC inc. 18+ 1-809-474-6147 mi l Idap. 

ARE YOU HOT AND BOTHERED? 

Help is Here' 
Kink) Porno Babes: 011-592-247-245 
Hot 2-Girl action: 01 1-592-247-246 

Explicit Panylines Now Available in the U.S.A.! 
18+ Int'l Toll Applies 

Live Slut Dates! 011-592-586-121 18+ 
Eavesdrop Live! 011-592-586-142 low Id 
Straight Action Line! 1-809-474-7549 
Gay! Gay! Gay! Live! 1-809-474-7546 



COME ALIVE. SAMPLES BY PHONE 
1-800-274-7615 
Over 18 only! 

AMERICA'S NEWE.'H' PARTY'LINE IS HERE!! 
For FREE* and exdlini; Chal Call: 
1-918-783-2185 24 Hrs/day 
1 8+ 'From 9(Kl/9766 chgs. Reg loll applies. 

A QUICK RELEASE. GET OFF FAST. 
1-800-666-4946 
Adults Over 18 

SEXY SAMPLES 

1-800-229-09.11 
Adults over 18 only. 

MEET LOCAL SINGLES! 
ALL LIFESTYLES! 

I -900-267-4252. ext. 77 

Sl.98permin. 18+ 

FREE!* 

Talk to Hot Singles Across the Country! 
24 hiVday I-918-78J-2200 18+ 
•Free Fniin 9O0./976 chags. Reg. Toll Applies. 

BOTTOMS UP! 011-972.5*5415.142 
PERVERTED PLF-ASLTtES! 01 1-972-56.5-65-1.59 
CTIEAP"!«xiail)piy int'l ld»lnw»jec/l/2nm 18+cilly! 

DISCREET EXPERIENCE. 
WOMEN BY PHONE: I-800-322-94.M1 
Adults 18+ 

DLVL YOUR DREAM DATE NOW. 
Local Singles Dateline 

l-9(l(>-998-.l«96.cxt.2l»l S2.95/min. avg. .Imin 18+ 
TT ptlonc, Tclcsen ice USA I .KM 1 797-llil. 

HOT WILD WOMEN WA.NT TO TURN YOU ON. 
REAL SAMPLES. I-80(W22-%.W 
18+ 

LOOKING FOR A PLAYMATE-? 
MEET REAL HOT OIRLS .LIVE' 24 Hrs 
pv inc I8+! 1-809-474-4375 pay int'l Id only. 

HOT SEXY SAMPLES. 

|. 800-168.4028 
Adults 18+ Strictly 

BACKDOOR BAMBI 011.592.597.898 
HARDCORE HEAVEN 01 1-592-597-966 

18+ only! pay only inl'l Id rates Irom .29c/l/2 min. 

MAN SCAN! 

HOT NEW GAY .VCTION! 
1-809-490-8005 
.Meet the Best. Screen the Rest 
18+ LD as low as 47tf/min. 

FREE* FREE* FREE* 

All New— All Gay— All Male 
1-918-783-2026 

•from 90(1/976 charges 18+ reg. L D. applies. 

STRANGEST STUFF EVER! 
CALL IF YOU DARE! 1-800-555-7410 

Adults 18+ 

l ON-l SELECT A (;|RL OR BOY 
1.8fl0..150-SEXV/ 1-900-656-52.19 
I-800-I07-HUNK/ 1-900-656-2625 

1-800-2.10-46,12 18+ S.99 .V99/min 

PANTY FANTASY 01 1 -.S92.597-752 

KINKY SECRETS 011-592-597-761 
CHF.AP! pay inl'l Id only Doti't call if under 18. 



FORD MUSTANG. 
NOT SINCE MR. ED HAS A HORSE 
SPOKEN SO CLEARLY. 






THENEW4 6LV-8 Get a load of this, mibur. ' 215 hp Ot^rhead Cam V-8 - Engine 
kilTlCT'A W Immobilizer Anti-Theft System • Quadra-Shock Rear Suspension 

M U b 1 A fN VJ . Traction-Lok Axle - Amilable 17" Cast Aluminum Wheels • 4-Wheel 

Disc Brakes • Available ABS. Ford Mustang GT. Neper say whoa. 



rial 



"Mr. Jenkins doesn't understand 
all the hip hop lyrics at his friend's 
record release party, but he understands 
gin and juice very clearly." 




